Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



LITTLE ESSAYS 



a 



Post SvOf cloth limpy 2s, 6d, per volume,' 

THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY. 

A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavibr i>k Maistrb. Trans- 
lated by Hbnry Attwbll. 

I,ATTER-DAY LYRICS. Edited by W. Davenport Adams. 

QUIPS AND QUIDDITIES. Selected by W. Davenport Adams. 

THE AGONY COLUMN OF "THE TIMES," from z8oo to 1870. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

BALZACS " COMEDIE HUMAINE " and its Author. With Transla- 
tions by H. H. Walker. 

MELANCHOLY ANATOMIZED: A Popular Abridgment of "Burton's 
Anatomy of Melancholy." 

GASTRONOMY AS A FINE ART. By Brillat-Savarin. 

THE SPEECHES OF CHARGES DICKENS. 

LITERARY FRIVOLITIES, FANCIES, FOLLIES, AND FROLICS. 
By W. T. DoBSON. 

POETICAL INGENUKTIES AND ECCENTRICITIES. Selected 
and Edited by W. T. Dobson. 

THE CUPBOARD PAPERS. By Fin-Bbc 

ORIGINAL PLAYS by W. S. Gilbert. First Series. Containing : 
The Wicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

ORIGINAL PLAYS by W. S. Gilbert. Second Sbribs. Containing: 
Broken Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — Gretchen — Dan'l Druce — 
Tom Cobb— H.M.S. Pinafore— -Iht Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 

SONGS OF IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR. Edited by A. Percbval 
Graves. 

ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS. By Sir Arthur Helps. 

SOCIAL PRESSURE. By Sir Arthur Helps. 

CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. By Henry J^ennings. 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-tABLE. By Oliver 
Wendell Holmes. Illustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

PENCIL AND PALETTE. By Robert Kempt. 

LITTLE ESSAYS. Selected from the Letters of Charles Lamb, by 
Percy Fitzgerald 

CLERICAL ANECDOTES. By Jacob Larwood. 

FORENSIC ANECDOTES ; or. Humour and Curiosities of the Law and 
Men of Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

THEATRICAL ANECDOTES. By Jacob Larwood. 

CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. By Henry S. Leigh. 

JEUX D'ESPRIT. Edited by Henry S. Lbigh. 

TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. By E. Lynn Lintom. 

WITCH STORIES. By E. Lynn Linton. 

PASTIMES AND PLAYERS. By Robert Macgrbgor. 

THE NEW PAUL AND VIRGINIA. By W. H. Mallooc 

THE NEW REPUBLIC By W. H. Mallock. 

THOREAU : His Life and Aims. By H. A. Page. 

MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Edited by H. Cholmondeley-Pennbll. 

PUCK ON PEGASUS. By H. Cholmondblby-Pbnnbll. 

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. By H. Cholmondelby-Fbnnell. Illus- 
trated by Du Mauribr. 

PUNIANA. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 

MORE PUNIANA. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF HANDWRITING. By DoM Felix db 
Salamanca. 

BY STREAM AND SEA. By William Senior. 

OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. By Walter Thornburt. 

LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. By Dr. Andrew 
Wilson. 

CHATTO AND WIND US, PICCADILLY, W. 



LITTLE ESSAYS 



SKETCHES AND CHARACTERS 



CHARLES LAMB 



SELECTED FROM HIS LETTERS BY 

PERCY FITZGERALD 




Itonbon 
CHATTO AND WINDUS, PICCADILLY 



{AU riehts riiinij\ 



ays 



J ?fli. 






IS INSCRIBED TO 



FREDERICK LOCKER. 



i 



INTRODUCTION. 

The "Essays of Elia," familiar to all, and the 
favourite of all, have been issued in many editions 
during the last forty years. Not nearly so well 
known are his many letters, overflowing with 
humour and pleasant conceits, — in which the 
lively humour of the amiable author is dis- 
played to fullest advantage; since he wrote free 
from the responsibility of publication aad the 
fetters imposed by his nice and scrupulous taste. 
In this collection we have some of the sprightliest 
runnings of his wit. The same easy and delightful 
spirit, with an equal lack of responsibility, is to 
be found in the letters of Dickens; both allowing 
many playful fancies to escape them, which later 
were to take more official shape. 

The selection I have made falls of itself under 
different heads, and really presents a kind of picture 
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of the life, humours, etc., of the gifted writer. The 
whole offers an entertainment almost as perfect as 
that furnished by the " Essays." 

The extracts have been selected from the edition 
in six volumes, edited by myself ; and I have to 
thank Mr. Slark, the present owner of the copy- 
right, for his permission to do so. 

The ATHENiEUiM Club, 
December^ iSSj. 
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LITTLE ESSAYS 




PLEASURES OF LONDON STREETS. 

HAVE passed all my days in London, until 
I have formed as many and intense local 
attachments as any of you mountaineers 
can have done with dead Nature. The lighted shops 
of the Strand and Fleet Street ; the innumerable 
trades, tradesmen, and customers, coaches, waggons, 
playhouses ; all the bustle and wickedness round 
about Covent Garden ; the watchmen, drunken 
scenes, rattles ; life awake, if you awake, at all hours 
of the night ; the impossibility of being dull in 
Fleet Street ; the crowds, the very dirt and mud, 
the sun shining upon houses and pavements, the 
print-shops, the old-book stalls, parsons cheapening 
books, coffee-houses, steams of soups from kitchens, 
the pantomimes — London itself a pantomime and 
a masquerade — all these things work themselves 
into my mind, and feed me, without a ^ power of 
satiating me. The wonder of these sights impels 
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me into night-walks about her crowded streets, 
and I often shed tears in the motley Strand from 
fulness of joy at so much life. All these emotions 
must be strange to you ; so are your rural emotions 
to me. But, consider, what must I have been doing 
all my life, not to have lent great portions of my 
heart with usury to such scenes ? 

My attachments are all local, purely local. I 
have no passion (or have had none since I was in 
love, and then it was the spurious engendering of 
poetry and books) for groves and valleys. The 
rooms where I was born, the furniture which has 
been before my eyes all my life, a book-case which 
has followed me about like a faithful dog (only 
exceeding him in knowledge) wherever I have 
moved, old chairs, old tables, streets, squares, where 
I have sunned myself, my old school, — these are 
my mistresses. Have I not enough, without your 
mountains ? I do not envy you. I should pity 
you, did I not know that the mind will make 
friends of any thing. Your sun, and moon, and 
skies, and hills, and lakes, affect me no more, or 
scarcely come to me in more venerable characters, 
than as a gilded room with tapestry and tapers, 
where I might live with handsome visible objects. 
I consider the clouds above me but as a roof 
beautifully painted, but unable to satisfy the mind : 
and at last, like the pictures of the apartment of 
a connoisseur, unable to afford him any longer a 
pleasure. So fading upon me, from disuse, have 
been the beauties of Nature, as they have been 
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confinedly called ; so ever fresh, and green, and 
warm are all the inventions of men, and assemblies 
of men in this great city. 



SOLITUDE IN TOWN. 

|UT town, with all my native hankering after 
it, is not what it was. The streets, the shops 
are left ; but all old friends are gone ! And 
in London I was frightfully convinced of this as I 
passed houses and places, empty caskets now. I 
have ceased to care almost about any body. The 
bodies I cared for are in graves, or dispersed. My 
old clubs, that lived so long and flourished so 
steadily, are crumbled away. When I took leave 
of our adopted young friend at Charing Cross, 
'twas heavy unfeeling rain, and I had no where to 
go. Home have I none, and not a sympathizing 
house to turn to in the great city. Never did the 
waters of heaven pour down on a forlorner head. 
Yet I tried ten days at a sort of friend's house, but 
it was large and straggling, — one of the individuals 
of my old long knot of friends, card-players, 
pleasant companions, that have tumbled to pieces, 
into dust and other things ; and I got home on 
Thursday, convinced that I was better to get home 
to my hole at Enfield, and hide like a sick cat in 
my corner. 




Little Essays. 



A RETROSPECT. 

LL things continue at a stay-still in London. 
I cannot repay your new novelties with my 
stale reminiscences. Like the prodigal, I 
have spent my patrimony, and feed upon the super- 
annuated chaff and dry husks of repentance ; yet 
sometimes I remember with pleasure the hounds 
and horses which I kept in the days of my prodi- 
gality. I find nothing new, nor any thing that 
has so much of the gloss and dazzle of novelty as 
may rebound in narrative, and cast a reflective 
glimmer across the channel. 




OF MOUNTAIN SCENERY, 

E have clambered up to the top of Skiddaw, j^ 

and I have waded up to the bed of Lodore. 
In fine, I have satisfied myself that there is 
such a thing as that which tourists call romanticy 
which I very much suspected before : they make 
such a spluttering about it, and toss their splendid 
epithets around them, till they give as dim a light 
as at four o'clock next morning the lamps do after 
an illumination. . . . Oh, its fine black head, and the 
bleak air atop of it, with a prospect of mountains 
all about and about, making you giddy ; and then 
Scotland afar off, and the border countries so 
famous in song and ballad ! It was a day that 
will stand out, like a mountain, I am sure, in my 
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life. But I am returned (I have now been come 
home near three weeks ; I was a month out), and 
you cannot conceive the degradation I felt at first, 
from being accustomed to wander free as air among 
mountains, and bathe in rivers without being con- 
trolled by any one, to come home and work, I 
felt very little, I had been dreaming I was a very 
great man. But that is going off. . . . 

I feel that I shall remember your mountains to 
the last day I live. They haunt me perpetually. 
I am like a man who has been falling in love 
unknown to himself, which he finds out when he 
leaves the lady. I do not remember any very strong 
impression while they were present ; but, being 
gone, their mementos are shelved in my brain. 




LONDON. 

MUST confess that I am not romance-bit 
about Nature, The earth, and sea, and 
sky (when all is said), is but as a house to 
dwell in. If the inmates be courteous, and good 
liquors flow like the conduits at an old coronation, 
if they can talk sensibly, and feel properly, I have 
no need to stand staring upon the gilded looking- 
glass (that strained my friend's purse-strings in 
the purchase) nor his five-shilling print, over the 
mantel-piece, of old Nabbs the carrier (which only 
betrays his false taste)^ Just as important to me 
(in a sense) is all the furniture of my world ; eye- 
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pampering, but satisfies no heart. Streets, streets, 
streets, markets, theatres, churches, Covent Gar- 
dens, shops sparkling with pretty faces of indus- 
trious milliners, neat sempstresses, ladies cheapen- 
ing, gentlemen behind counters lying, authors in 
the streets with spectacles, George Dyers (you may 
know them by their gait), lamps lit at night, 
pastrycooks* and silversmiths* shops, beautiful 
Quakers of Pentonville, noise of coaches, drowsy cry 
of mechanic watchmen at night, with bucks reeling 
home drunk ; if you happen to wake at midnight, 
cries of " Fire ! '* and " Stop thief ! " inns of court, 
with their learned air, and halls, and butteries, just 
like Cambridge colleges ; old book-stalls, " Jeremy 
Taylors,'* " Burtons on Melancholy,** and " Religio 
Medicis,** on every stall. These are thy pleasures, 
O London I with thy many sins. 




SUMMER AND WINTER. 

|ET me congratulate you on the Spring com- 
ing in, and do you in return condole with 
me on the Winter going out. When the 
old one goes, seldom comes a better. I dread the 
prospect of Summer, with his all-day-long days. 
No need of his assistance to make country places 
dull. With fire and candle-light I can dream 
myself in Holbom. With lightsome skies shining 
in to bed-time I can not. This Mesech, and these 
tents of Kedar — I would dwell in the skirts of 
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Jericho rather, and think every blast of the coming 
in mail a ram's horn. Give me old London at fire 
and plague times, rather than these tepid gales, 
healthy country air, and purposeless exercise. 




THE INNER TEMPLE, 

HE rooms are delicious, and the best look 
backwards into Hare Court, where there is a 
pump always going. Just now it is dry. 
Hare Court trees come in at the window, so that 
'tis like living in a garden. I try to persuade 
myself it is much pleasanter than Mitre Court; 
but, alas ! the household gods are slow to come in 
a new mansion. They are in their infancy to me ; 
I do not feel them yet ; no hearth has blazed 
to them yet. How I hate and dread new places ! 




PERSECUTION BY INTRUDERS. 

HAVE partly fixed upon most delectable 
rooms, which look out (when you stand a 
tip-toe) over the Thames and Surrey Hills ; 
at the upper end of King's Bench Walks, in the 
Temple. There I shall have all the privacy of a 
house without the encumbrance, and shall be able 
to lock my friends out as often as I desire to hold 
free converse with my immortal mind ; for my 
present lodgings resemble a minister's levee, I 
have so increased my acquaintance (as they call 
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'em) since I have resided in town. Like the 
mouse, that had tasted a little of urbane manners, 
I long to be nibbling my own cheese by my 
dear self, without mouse-traps and time-traps. 
By my new plan, I shall be as airy, up four pair 
of stairs, as in the country ; and in a garden, in 
the midst of enchanting (more than Mahometan 
paradise) London, whqse dirtiest drab-frequented 
alley, and her lowest bowing tradesman, I would 
not exchange for Skiddaw, Helvellyn, James, 
Walter, and the parson into the bargain. O her 
lamps of a night ! her rich goldsmiths, print- 
shops, toy-shops, mercers, hardware-men, pastry- 
cooks, St. Paul's Churchyard, the Strand, Exeter 
Change, Charing Cross, with the man upon a black 
horse ! These are «thy gods, O London ! A'nt you 
mightily moped on the banks of the Cam ? Had 
you not better come and set up here } You can't 
think what a difference. All the streets and pave- 
ments are pure gold, I warrant you. . . . 

The reason why I cannot write letters at 
home, is, that I am never alone. Plato's — (I 
write to W. W. now) — Plato's double - animal 
parted never longed more to be reciprocally re- 
united in the system of its first creation than I 
sometimes do to be but for a moment single and 
separate. Except my morning's walk to the office, 
which is like treading on sands of gold for that 
reason, I am never so. I cannot walk home from 
office but some officious friend offers his unwelcome 
courtesies to accompany me. All the morning I 
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am pestered. I could sit and gravely cast up sums 
in great books, or compare sum with sum, and 
write " paid " against this, and " unpaid " against 
t'other, and yet reserve in some corner of my 
mind " some darling thoughts all my own," — faint 
memory of some passage in a book, or the tone of 
an absent friend's mind — a snatch of Miss Burrell's 
singing, or a gleam of Fanny Kelly's divine plain 
face. The two operations might be going on at 
the same time without thwarting, as the sun's two 
motions (earth's I mean), or as I sometimes turn 
round till I am giddy, in my back parlour, while 
my sister is walking longitudinally in the front ; or 
as the shoulder of veal twists round with the spit, 
while the smoke wreathes up the chimney. But 
there are a set of amateurs of the Belles Lettres 
— the gay science — who come to me as a sort 
of rendezvous, putting questions of criticism, of 
British Institutions, Lalla Rookhs, etc. — what 
Coleridge said at the lecture last night — who 
have the form of reading men, but, for any 
possible use reading can be to them, but to talk 
of, might as well have been Ante-Cadmeans born, 
or have lain sucking out the sense of an Egyptian 
hieroglyph, as long as the pyramids will last, before 
they should find it. These pests worrit me at 
business, and in all its intervals, perplexing my 
accounts, poisoning my little salutary warming-time 
at the fire, puzzling my paragraphs if I take a 
newspaper, cramming in between my own free 
thoughts and a column of figures, which had 
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come to an amicable compromise but for them. 
Their nose ended, one of them, as I said, accom- 
panies me home, lest I should be solitary for a 
moment ; he at length takes his welcome leave at 
the door ; up I go, mutton on table, hungry as 
hunter, hope to forget my cares, bury them in the 
agreeable abstraction of mastication ; knock at the 
door, in comes Mr. Hazlitt, or Mr. Martin Burney, 
or Morgan Demi-gorgon, or my brother, or some- 
body, to prevent my eating alone — a process abso- 
lutely necessary to my poor wretched digestion. O 
the pleasure of eating alone ! — eating my dinner 
alone ! let me think of it. But in they come, and ^ 
make it absolutely necessary that I should open a 
bottle of orange ; for my meat turns into stone 
when any one dines with me if I have not wine. 
Wine can mollify stones ; then that wine turns . 

into acidity, acerbity, misanthropy, a hatred of I 

my interrupters (God bless em! I love some of ^ 

'em dearly), and with the hatred, a still greater 
aversion to their going away. Bad is the dead sea 
they bring upon me, choking and deadening, but 
worse is the deader dry sand they leave me on, if 
they go before bed-time. Come never, I would say 
to these spoilers of my dinner ; but if you come^ 
never go! The fact is, this interruption does not 
happen very often; but every time it comes by 
surprise, that present bane of my life, orange wine> 
with all its dreary stifling consequences, follows. 
Evening company I should always like had I any 
mornings, but I am saturated with human faces 
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(divine forsooth !) and voices all the golden morn- 
ing; and five evenings in a week would be as 
much as I should covet to be in company ; but I 
assure you that is a wonderful week in which I can 
get two, or one to myself. I am never C. L., but 
always C L. & Co. He who thought it not good for 
man to be alone, preserve me from the more pro- 
digious monstrosity of being never by myself ! I 
forgot bed-time, but even there these sociable 
frogs clamber up to annoy me. Once a week, 
generally some singular evening that, being alone, 
I go to bed at the hour I ought always to be 
a-bed ; just close to my bedroom window is the 
club-room of a public-house, where a set of singers 
— I take them to be chorus singers, of the two 
theatres (it must be both of theni) begin their 
orgies. They are a set of fellows (as I conceive) 
who, being limited by their talents to the burthen 
of the song at the play-houses, in revenge have got 
the common popular airs by Bishop, or some cheap 
composer, arranged for choruses ; that is, to be sung 
all in chorus. At least I never can catch any of the 
text of the plain song, nothing but the Babylonish 
choral howl at the tail on't. "That fury being 
quenched " — the howl I mean — a burden succeeds 
of shouts and clapping, and knocking of the table. 
At length overtasked nature drops under it, and 
escapes for a few hours into the society of the 
sweet silent creatures of dreams, which go away 
with mocks and mows at cockcrow. And then I 
think of the words Christabel's father used (bless 
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me, I have dipt in the wrong ink !) to say every 
morning by way of variety when he awoke : 



C( 




Every knell, the Baron saith, 
Wakes us up to a world of death "— 

or something like it. All I mean by this senseless 
interrupted tale is, that by my central situation I 
am a little over-companied. Not that I have any 
animosity against the good creatures that are so 
anxious to drive away the harpy solitude from me. 
I like *em, and cards, and a cheerful glass. 



OF CHANGING HOUSE. 

E have got our books into our new house. I 
am a dray-horse, if [I] was not asham'd of 
the undigested, dirty lumber, as I toppled 
^em out of the cart, and blest Becky that came with 
'em for her having an unstuff'd brain with such 
rubbish. We shall get in by Michael's Mass. 
'Twas with some pain we were evuls*d from 
Colebrook. You may find some of our flesh 
sticking to the door-posts. To change habita- 
tions is to die to them ; and in my time I have 
died seven deaths. But I don't know whether 
every such change does not bring with it a re- 
juvenescence. 'Tis an enterprise, and shoves back 
the sense of death's approximating, which, tho' not 
terrible to me is at all times particularly distasteful. 
My house-deaths have generally been periodical, 
recurring after seven years ; but this last is prema- 
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ture by half that time. Cut off in the flower of 
Colebrook ! The Middletonian stream and all 
its echoes mourn. Even minnows dwindle. A 
parvis fiunt minimi ! I fear to invite Mrs. Hood 
to our new mansion lest she envy it, and hate us. 
But when we are fairly in, I hope she will come and 
try it 

OF MOVING, 

I HAT a dislocation of comfort is comprised in 
that word " moving ! " Such a heap of little 
nasty things, after you think all is got into 
the cart ; old dredging-boxes, worn-out brushes, 
galjipots, vials, things that it is impossible the most 
necessitous person can ever want, but which the 
women, who preside on these occasions, will not 
leave behind if it was to save your soul. They'd 
keep the cart ten minutes to stow in dirty pipes 
and broken matches, to show their economy. 
Then you can find nothing you want for many 
days after you get into your new lodgings. You 
must comb your hair with your fingers, wash your 
hands without soap, go about in dirty gaiters. 
Were I Diogenes I would not move out of a 
kilderkin into a hogshead, though the first had had 
nothing but small beer in it, and the second reeked 
claret. 

Obliged to quit this house, and afraid to engage 
another, till in extremity I took the desperate re- 
solve of kicking house and all down, like Bunyan's 
pack ; and here we are in a new life at board and 
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lodging, with an honest couple our neighbours. 
We have ridded ourselves of the cares of dirty 
acres ; and the change, though of less than a 
week, has had the most beneficial effects on 
Mary already. She looks two years and a half 
younger for it. But we have had sore trials. 



OF A NEW LANDLORD. 

HE excursionists reached home, and the 
good town of Enfield, a little after four, 
without slip or dislocation. Little has 
transpired concerning the events of the back- 
journey, save that on passing the house of *Squire 
Mellish, situate a stone bow's cast from the hamlet, 
Father Westwood, with a good-natured wonder- 
ment, exclaimed, " I cannot think what is gone 
of Mr. Mellish *s rooks. I fancy they have taken 
flight somewhere, but I have missed them two or 
three years past." All this while, according to his 
fellow-traveller's report, the rookery was darkening 
the air above with undiminished population, and 
deafening all ears but his with their cawings. 
But Nature has been gently withdrawing such 
phenomena from the notice of two of Thomas 
Westwood 's senses, from the time he began to 
miss the rooks. T. Westwood has passed a 
retired life in this hamlet, of thirty or forty years, 
living upon the minimum which is consistent with 
gentility, yet a star among the minor gentry, re- 
ceiving the bows of the tradespeople, and courtesies 
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of the alms-women, daily. Children venerate him 
not less for his external show of gentry, than they 
wonder at him for a gentle rising endorsation of the 
person, not amounting to a hump, or if a hump, 
innocuous as the hump of the buffalo, and corona- 
tive of as mild qualities. Tis a throne on which 
f patience seems to sit, — the proud perch of a self- 

respecting humility, stooping with condescension. 
Thereupon the cares of life have sate, and rid him 
easily. For he has thrid the angustia domis with 
dexterity. Life opened upon him with comparative 
brilliancy. He set out as a rider or traveller for a 
wholesale house, in which capacity he tells of many 
hair-breadth escapes that befell him ; one especially, 
how he rode a mad horse into the town of Dunstable ; 
how horse and rider arrived in a foam, to the 
utter consternation of the expostulating ostlers, inn- 
keepers, etc. It seems it was sultry weather, piping 
hot ; the steed tormented into frenzy with gad-flies, 
long past being roadworthy ; but safety and the 
interest of the house he rode for were incompatible 
things ; a fall in serge cloth was expected, and a 
mad entrance they made of it. Whether the 
•exploit was purely voluntary, or partially ; or 
whether a certain personal defiguration in the man 
part of this extraordinary centaur (non-assistive to 
partition of natures) might not enforce the conjunc- 
tion, I stand not to inquire. I look not with 'skew 
eyes into the deeds of heroes. The hosier that was 
burnt with his shop in Field Lane, on Tuesday night, 
ishall have past to heaven for me like a Marian 
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Martyr, provided always, that he consecrated the for- 
tuitous incremation with a short ejaculation in the 
exit, as much as if he had taken his state degrees 
of martyrdom in formd in the market vicinage. 
There is adoptive as well as acquisitive sacrifice. 
Be the animus what it might, the fact is indis- 
putable, that this composition was seen flying all 
abroad, and mine host of Daintry may yet re- 
member its passing through his town, if his scores 
are not more faithful than his memory. After this 
exploit (enough for one man), Thomas Westwood 
seems to have subsided into a less hazardous occu- 
pation : and in the twenty-fifth year of his age we 
find him a haberdasher in Bow Lane : yet still 
retentive of his early riding (though leaving it to 
rawer stomachs), and Christmasly at night sithence 
to this last, and shall to his latest Christmas, hath 
he, doth he, and shall he, tell after supper the story 
of the insane steed and the desperate rider. Save 
for Bedlam or Luke's no eye could have guessed 
that melting day what house he rid for. But he 
reposes on his bridles, and after the ups and downs 
(metaphoric only) of a life behind the counter — 
hard riding sonietimes, I fear, for poor T. W. — with 
the scrapings together of the shop, and one anecdote^ 
he hath finally settled at Enfield ; by hard econo- 
mizing, gardening, building for himself, hath reared 
a mansion ; married a daughter ; qualified a son 
for a counting-house ; gotten the respect of high 
and low ; served for self or substitute the greater 
parish offices ; hath a special voice at vestries ; and 
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domiciliating us, hath reflected a portion of his 
house-keeping respectability upon your humble 
servants. We are greater, being his lodgers, than 
"^j when we were substantial renters. His name is a 
^ passport to take off the sneers of the native 
Enfielders against obnoxious foreigners. We are 
? endenizened. Thus much of T. Westwood have I 
^ ' thought fit to acquaint you, that you may see the 
^; exemplary reliance upon Providence with which I 
entrusted so dear a charge as my own sister to the 
I guidance of a man that rode the mad horse into 
I Dunstable. To come from his heroic character, all the 
amiable qualities of domestic life concentre in this 
tamed Bellerophon. He is excellent over a glass of 
grog ; just as pleasant without it ; laughs when he 
hears a joke, and when (which is much oftener) he 
hears it not ; sings glorious old sea-songs on festival 
nights ; and but upon a slight acquaintance of two 
years, Coleridge, is as dear a deaf old man to us as 
old Norris (rest his soul !) was after fifty. To him 
and his scanty literature (what there is of it, sound) 
have we flown from the metropolis and its damn'd 
annualists, reviewers, authors, and the whole muddy 
ink press of that stagnant pool. 

NEW LIFE IN THE COUNTRY. 

|ND is it a year since we parted from you at 

I the steps of Edmonton stage ? There are 

not now the years that there used to be. 

The tale of the dwindled age of men, reported of 

c 




1 8 Little Essays. 

successional mankind, is true of the same man only. 
We do not live a year in a year now. 'Tis a ptmc- 
turn stans. The seasons pass us with indifference. 
Spring cheers not, nor Winter heightens our gloom ; 
Autumn hath foregone its moralities, — they are 
** hey-pass repass," as in a show-box. Yet, as far 
as last year occurs back, — for they scarce show a 
reflex now, they make no memory as heretofore, — 
'twas sufficiently gloomy. Let the sullen nothing 
pass. Suffice it, that after sad spirits, prolonged 
through many of its months, as it called them, we 
have cast our skins ; have taken a farewell of the 
pompous, troublesome trifle, called house-keeping, 
and are settled down into poor boarders and lodgers 
at next door with an old couple, the Baucis and 
Baucida of dull Enfield. Here we have nothing to 
do with our victuals but to eat them ; with the 
garden but to see it grow ; with the tax-gatherer 
but to hear him knock ; with the maid but to hear 
her scolded. Scot and lot, butcher, baker, are 
things unknown to us, save as spectators of the 
pageant. We are fed we know not how ; quietists 
— confiding ravens. We have otiinn pro dignitatCy 
a respectable insignificance. Yet in the self-con- 
demned obliviousness, in the stagnation, some 
molesting yearnings of life, not quite killed, rise, 
prompting me that there was a London, and that I 
was of that old Jerusalem. In dreams I am in 
Fleet Market, but I wake and cry to sleep again. 
I die hard, a stubborn Eloisa in this detestable 
Paraclete. What have I gained by health? 



Little Essays. 19 

Intolerable dulness. What by early hours and 
moderate meals ? A total blank. O never let the 
lying poets be believed, who 'tice men from the 
cheerful haunts of streets, or think they mean it 
not of a country village. In the ruins of Palmyra 
I could gird myself up to solitude, or muse to the 
snorings of the Seven Sleepers ; but to have a 
little teazing image of a tpwn about one ; country 
folks that do not look like country folks ; shops 
two yards square, half-a-dozen apples, and two 
penn'orth of overlooked ginger-bread for the lofty 
fruiterers of Oxford Street ; and, for the immortal 
book and print stalls, a circulating library that 
stands still, where the show-picture is a last year's 
Valentine, and whither the fame of the last ten 
Scotch novels has not yet travelled, — (marry, they 
just begin to be conscious of the Redgauntlet ;) — to 
have a new plastered flat church, and to be wishing 
that it was but a cathedral ! The very blackguards 
here are degenerate ; the topping gentry stock- 
brokers ; the passengers too many to insure your 
quiet, or let you go about whistling or gaping, too 
few to be the fine indifferent pageants of Fleet 
Street. Confining, room-keeping, thickest Winter, 
is yet more bearable here than the gaudy months. 
Among one's books at one's fire by candle. One is 
soothed into an oblivion that one is not in the 
country ; but with the light the green fields return, 
till I gaze, and in a calenture can plunge myself 
into St. Giles's. O let no native Londoner imagine 
that health, and rest, and innocent occupation. 
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interchange of converse sweet, and recreative study, 
can make the country any thing better than alto- 
gether odious and detestable ! A garden was the 
primitive prison, till man, with Promethean felicity 
and boldness, luckily sinned himself out of it. 
Thence followed Babylon, Nineveh, Venice, London, 
haberdashers, goldsmiths, taverns, playhouses, 
satires, epigrams, puns, — these all came in on the 
town part, and the thither side of innocence. Man 
found out inventions. From my den I return you 
condolence for your decaying sight ; not for any 
thing there is to see in the country, but for the miss 
of the pleasure of reading a London newspaper. 
The poets are as well to listen to ; any thing high 
may, nay must, be read out ; you read it to yourself 
with an imaginary auditor ; but the light para- 
graphs must be glid over by the proper eye ; 
mouthing mumbles their gossamery substance. 
Tis these trifles I should mourn in fading sight. 
A newspaper is the single gleam of comfort I 
receive here ; it comes from rich Cathay with 
tidings of mankind. Yet I could not attend to it, 
read out by the most beloved voice. But your eyes 
do not get worse, I gather. O for the collyrium of 
Tobias inclosed in a whiting's liver, to send you 
with no apocryphal good wishes! The last long 
time I heard from you, you had knocked your head 
against something. Do not do so ; for your head 
(I do not flatter) is not a knob, or the top of a brass 
nail, or the end of a nine-pin, — unless a Vulcanian 
hammer could fairly batter a " Recluse " out of it ; 
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then would I bid the smirched god knock and 
knock lustily, the two-handed skinken 




FURTHER SKETCH OF THE LANDLORD. 

UR providers are an honest pair, Dame West- 
wood and her husband. He, when the light 
of prosperity shined on them, a moderately 
thriving haberdasher within Bow bells, retired since 
with something under a competence ; writes himself 
parcel gentleman ; hath borne parish offices ; sings 
fine old sea-songs at threescore and ten ; sighs 
only now and then when he thinks that he has a 
son on his hands, about fifteen, whom he finds a 
difficulty in getting out into the world, and then 
checks a sigh with muttering, as I once heard him 
prettily, not meaning to be heard, " I have married 
my daughter, however ; " takes the weather as it 
comes ; outsides it to town in severest season ; and 
o' winter nights tells old stories not tending to 
literature (how comfortable to author-rid folks !), 
and has one anecdote, upon which and about forty 
pounds a year he seems to have retired in green old 
age. It was how he was a rider in his youth, 
travelling for shops, and once (not to balk his 
employer's bargain) on a sweltering day in August, 
rode foaming into Dunstable upon a mad horse, to 
the dismay and expostulatory wonderment of inn- 
keepers, ostlers, etc., who declared they would not 
have bestrid the beast to win the Derby. Under- 
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stand, the creature galled to death and desperation 
by gadflies, cormorant-winged, worse than beset 
Inachus's daughter. This he tells, this he brindles 
and burnishes on a Winter's eve ; 'tis his star of set 
glory, his rejuvenescence, to descant upon. Far 
from me be it (dii avertant) to look a gift story in 
the mouth, or cruelly to surmise (as those who 
doubt the plunge of Curtius) that the inseparate 
conjuncture of man and beast, the centaur-phe- 
nomenon that staggered all Dunstable, might have 
been the effect of unromantic necessity ; that the 
horse-part carried the reasoning, willy nilly ; that 
needs must when such a devil drove ; that certain 
spiral configurations in the frame of Thomas 
Westwood unfriendly to alighting, made the 
alliance more forcible than voluntary. Let him 
enjoy his fame for me, nor let me hint a whisper 
that shall dismount Bellerophon. But in case he 
was an involuntary martyr, yet if in the fiery conflict 
he buckled the soul of a constant haberdasher to 
him, and adopted his flames, let accident and him 
share the glory. You would all like Thomas 
Westwood. Knew you old Norris of the Temple ? 
sixty years ours and our fathers' friend } He was 
not more natural to us than this old W., the 
acquaintance of scarce more weeks. Under his 
roof now ought I to take my rest, but that back- 
looking ambition tells me I might yet be a Lon- 
doner ! Well, if we ever do move, we have incum- 
brances the less to impede us ; all our furniture has 
faded under the auctioneer's hammer, going for 
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nothing, like the tarnished frippery of the prodigal, 
and we have only a spoon or two left to bless us. 
Clothed we came into Enfield, and naked we must 
go out of it. I would live in London shirtless, 
bookless. Henry Crabb is at Rome ; advices to 
that effect have reached Bury. But by solemn 
legacy he bequeathed at parting (whether he should 
live or die) a turkey of Suffolk to be sent every 
succeeding Christmas to us and divers other friends. 
What a genuine old bachelor's action I 




OF GARDENING. 

UT I am so taken up with pruning and gar- 
dening, quite a new sort of occupation to 
me. I have gathered my jargonels, but my 
Windsor pears are backward. The former were of 
exquisite raciness. I do now sit under my own 
vine, and contemplate the growth of vegetable 
nature. I can now understand in what sense they 
speak of father Adam. I recognize the paternity 
while I watch my tulips. I almost fell with him, 
for the first day I turned a drunken gardener (as he 
let in the serpent) into my Eden, and he laid about 
him, lopping off some choice boughs, etc., which 
hung over from a neighbour's garden, and in his 
blind zeal laid waste a shade, which had sheltered 
their window from the gaze of passers-by. The 
old gentlewoman (fury made her not handsome) 
could scarcely be reconciled by all my fine words. 
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There was no buttering her parsnips. She talked 
of the law. What a lapse to commit on the first 
day of my happy " garden-state ! '* 




RICK-BURNINGS. 

OOR Enfield, that has been so peaceable 
hitherto, has caught the inflammatory fever ; 
the tokens are upon her ; and a great fire 
was blazing last night in the barns and haystacks 
of a farmer, about half a mile from us. Where will 
these things end ? There is no doubt of its being 
the work of some ill-disposed rustic. But how is he 
to be discovered } They go to work in the dark 
with strange chemical preparations, unknown to 
our forefathers. There is not even a dark lantern 
to have a chance of detecting these Gux Fauxes. 
We are past the iron age, and are got into the 
fiery age, undreamed of by Ovid. You are lucky 
in Clifford's Inn, where I think you have a few 
ricks or stacks worth the burning. Pray, keep as 
little corn by you as you can for fear of the worst. 
It was never good times in England since the poor 
began to speculate upon their condition. Formerly 
they jogged on with as little reflection as horses. 
The whistling ploughman went cheek by jowl with 
his brother that neighed. Now the biped carries a 
box of phosphorus in his leather breeches, and in 
the dead of night the half-illuminated beast steals 
his magic potion into a cleft in a barn, and half the 
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country is grinning with new fires. Farmer Gray- 
stock said something to the touchy rustic that he 
did not relish, and he writes his distaste in flames. 
What a power to intoxicate his crude brains, just 
muddlingly awake to perceive that something is 
wrong in the social system, — ^what a hellish faculty 
above gunpowder! Now the rich and poor are 
fairly pitted. We shall see who can hang or burn 
fastest. It is not always revenge that stimulates 
these kindlings. There is a love of exerting mis- 
chief. Think of a disrespected clod that was trod 
into the earth, that was nothing on a sudden by 
damned arts refined into an exterminating angel,, 
devouring the fruits of the earth and their growers 
in a mass of fire ; what a new existence ! What a 
temptation above Lucifer's ! Would clod be any 
thing but a clod if he could resist it } Why, here 
was a spectacle last night for a whole country, a 
bonfire visible to London, alarming her guilty 
towers, and shaking the Monument with an ague 
fit, all done by a little vial of phosphor in a clown's 
fob. How he must grin, and shake his empty 
noddle in clouds ! The Vulcanian epicure ! Alas t 
can we ring the bells backward } Can we unlearn 
the arts that pretend to civilize, and then burn the 
world } There is a march of science ; but wha 
shall beat the drums for its retreat ? Who shall 
persuade the boor that phosphor will not ignite? 
Seven goodly stacks of hay, with corn-barns pro- 
portionable, lie smoking ashes and chaff, which 
man and beast would sputter out and reject like 
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those apples of asphaltes and bitumen. The food 
for the inhabitants of earth will quickly disappear. 
Hot rolls may say, " Fuimus panes, fuit quartern- 
loaf, et ingens gloria apple-pasty-orum." That the 
good old munching system may last thy time and 
mine, good un-incendiary George, is the devout 
prayer of thine, to the last crust. 




A COUNTRY CHURCH. 

|NE feeling I was particularly struck with, as 
what I recognized so very lately at Harrow 
Church on entering in it after a hot and 
secular day's pleasure, the instantaneous coolness 
and calming, almost transforming properties of a 
country church just entered ; a certain fragrance 
which it has, either from its holiness, or being kept 
shut all the week, or the air that is let in being 
pure country, exactly what you have reduced into 
words ; but I am feeling that which I cannot ex- 
press. Reading your lines about it fixed me for a 
time, a monument in Harrow Church. Do you 
know it ? with its fine long spire, white as washed 
marble, to be seen, by vantage of its high site, as 
far as Salisbury spire itself almost. 
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HASTINGS. 

HERE are spots, inland bays, etc., which 
realize the notions of Juan Fernandez. The 
best thing I lit upon by accident was a 
small country church (by whom or when built un- 
known), standing bare and single in the midst of 
a grove, with no house or appearance of habitation 
within a quarter of a mile, only passages diverging 
from it through beautiful woods to so many farm- 
houses. There it stands like the first idea of 
a church, before parishioners were thought of, 
nothing but birds for its congregation ; or like a 
hermit's oratory (the hermit dead), or a mauso- 
leum ; its effect singularly impressive, like a church 
found in a desert isle to startle Crusoe with a home 
image. You riiust make out a vicar and a congre- 
gation from fancy, for surely none come there ; yet 
it wants not its pulpit, and its font, and all the 
seemly additaments oi our worship. 



A STRANGE FAMILY. 

FORGOT to tell you, I knew all your Welsh 
annoyances, the measureless B.'s. I knew 
a quarter of a mile of them. Seventeen 
brothers and sixteen sisters, as they appear to me 
in memory. There was one of them that used to 
fix his long legs on my fender, and tell a tale of 
a shark every night, endless, immortal. How have 
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I grudged the salt sea ravener not having had 
his gorge of him ! The shortest of the daughters 
measured five foot eleven without her shoes. Well^ 
some day we may confer about them. But they 
were tall. Truly, I have discovered the longitude* 




MORNING REFLECTIONS. 

PROTEST I know not in what words to 
invest my sense of the shameful violation 
of hospitality which I was guilty of on that 
fatal Wednesday. Let it be blotted from the 
calendar. Had it been committed at a layman's 
house, say a merchant's or manufacturer's, a 
cheesemonger's or greengrocer's, or, to go higher, 
a barrister's, a member of Parliament's, a rich 
banker's, I should have felt alleviation, a drop of 
self-pity. But to be seen deliberately to go out 
of the house of a clergyman drunk ! a clergyjnan 
of the Church of England too I not that alone, but 
of an expounder of that dark Italian Hierophant, 
an exposition little short of his who dared unfold 
the Apocalypse : divine riddles both ; and, without 
supernal grace vouchsafed. Arks not to be fingered 
without present blasting to the touchers. And 
then, from what house ! Not a common glebe or 
vicarage (which yet had been shameful), but from 
a kingly repository of sciences, human and divine, 
with the primate of England for its guardian, 
arrayed in public majesty, from which the pro- 
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fane vulgar are bid fly. Could all those volumes 
have taught me nothing better ! With feverish 
eyes on the succeeding dawn I opened upon the 
faint light, enough to distinguish, in a strange 
chamber, not immediately to be recognized, garters, 
hose, waistcoat, neckerchief, arranged in dreadful 
order and proportion, which I knew was not mine 
own. 'Tis the common symptom on awaking, I 
judge my last night's condition from. A tolerable 
scattering oh the floor I hail as being too probably 
jny own, and if the candlestick be not removed I 
assoil myself. But this finical arrangement, this 
finding every thing in the morning in exact dia- 
metrical rectitude, torments me. By whom was I 
divested ? Burning blushes ! not by the fair hands 
pf pymphs, the BufTam Graces ? Remote whispers 
suggested that I coached it home in triumph. Far 
be that from working pride in me, for I was un- 
conscious of the locomotion ; that a young Mentor 
accompanied a reprobate old Telemachus ; that, 
the Trojan like, he bore his charge upon his 
shoulders, while the wretched incubus, in glim- 
mering sense, hiccuped drunken snatches of flying 
on the bats' wings after sunset. An aged servitor 
was also hinted at, to make disgrace more com- 
plete, one, to whom my ignominy may offer further 
occasions of revolt (to which he was before too 
fondly inclining) from the true faith ; for, at a sight 
of my helplessness, what more was needed to drive 
him to the advocacy of independency ? 
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OF DEAFNESS. 

HAVE had my head and ears stuffed up 
with the East winds : a continual ringing in 
my brain of bells jangled, or the spheres 
touched by some raw angel. Is it not George 
the Third trying the Hundredth Psalm ? I get my 
music for nothing. But the weather seems to be 
softening, and will thaw my stunnings. A cold 
Summer is all I know of disagreeable in cold. I do 
not mind the utmost rigour of real Winter, but 
these smiling hypocrites of Mays wither me to 
death. My ^ head has been a ringing chaos, like 
the day the winds were made, before they sub- 
mitted to the discipline of a weathercock, before 
the quarters were made. In the street, with the 
blended noises of life about me, I hear, and my 
head is lightened; but in a room the hubbub comes 
back, and I am deaf as a sinner. I choose a very 
little bit of paper, for my ear hisses when I bend 
down to write. I can hardly read a book, for I 
miss that small soft voice which the idea of articu- 
lated words raises (almost imperceptibly to you) in 
a silent reader. I seem too deaf to see what I 
readl^ But with a touch or two of returning zephyr 
my head will melt. What lies you poets tell about 
the May! It is the most ungenial part of the 
year. Cold crocuses, cold primroses, you take your 
blossoms in ice — a painted sun. 

** Unmeaning joy around appears, 
And Nature smiles as if she sneers." 
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It IS ill with me when I begin ta look which way 
the wind sets. Ten years ago, I literally did not 
know the point from the broad end of the vane, 
which it was that indicated the quarter. I hope 
these ill winds have blown over you as they do 
through me. 

CONCERNING THE TOOTHACHE, 

HAVE just now a jagged end of a tooth 
pricking against my tongue, which meets 
it half way, in a wantonness of provoca- 
tion ; and there they go at it, the tongue pricking 
itself, like the viper against the file, and the tooth 
galling all the gum inside and out to torture ; 
tongue and tooth, tooth and tongue, hard at it ; 
and I to pay the reckoning, till all my mouth is 
as hot as brimstone ; and I'd venture the roof of 
my mouth, that at this moment, at which I con- 
jecture my full-happiness'd friend is picking his 
crackers, that not one of the double rows of ivory 
in his privileged mouth has as much as a flaw 
in it, but all perform their, functions, and, having 
performed them, expect to be picked (luxurious 
steeds 1 ) and rubbed down. 

ON DWELLING ON ONE'S MALADIES. 

OU are too much apprehensive of your com- 
plaint : I know many that are always ailing 
of it, and live on to a good old age. I know 
a merry fellow (you partly know him) who, when 
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his medical adviser told him he had drunk away all 
that part, congratulated himself (now his liver was 
gone) that he should be the longest liver of the 
two. The best way in these cases is to keep your- 
self as ignorant as you can, as ignorant as the 
world was before Galen, of the entire inner con- 
struction of the animal man ; not to be conscious 
of a midriff; to hold kidneys (save of sheep and 
swine) to be an agreeable fiction ; not to know 
whereabout the gall grows ; to account the circu- 
lation of the blood an idle whimsey of Harvey's ; 
to acknowledge no mechanism not visible. For, 
once fix the seat of your disorder, and your fancies 
flux into it like bad humours. Those medical 
gentries choose each his favourite part ; one takes 
the lungs, another the aforesaid liver, and refer to 
that whatever in the animal economy is amiss. 
Above all, use exercise, take a little more spirituous 
liquors, learn to smoke, continue to keep a good 
conscience, and avoid tampering with hard terms 
of art — viscosity, scirrhosity, and those bugbears 
by which simple patifents are scared into their 
graves. Believe the general sense of the mercantile 
world, which holds that desks are not deadly. It 
is the mind, good B. B., and not the limbs, that 
taints by long sitting. Think of the patience of 
tailors ! Think how long the Lord Chancellor 
sits I Think of the brooding hen ! 




Little Essays. 33 

ON A COLD IN THE HEAD, 

ID you ever have a very bad cold, with a 
total irresolution to submit to water-gruel 
processes ? This has been for many weeks 
-my lot and my excuse. My fingers drag heavily 
over this paper, and to my thinking it is three and 
twenty furlongs from here to the end of this demi- 
sheet. I have not a thing to say ; no thing is of a 
more importance than another ; I am flatter than 
a denial or a pancake ; emptier than Judge Park's 
wig when the head is in it ; duller than a country 
stage when the actors are off it ; a cipher, an ! I 
acknowledge life at all, only by an occasional con- 
vulsional cough, and a permanent phlegmatic pain 
in* the chest. I am weary of the world ; life is 
weary of me. My day is gone into twilight, and I 
don't think it worth the expense of candles. My 
wick hath a thief in it, but I can't muster courage 
to snuff it. I inhale suffocation ; I can't distin- 
guish veal from mutton ; nothing interests me. 
'Tis twelve o'clock, and Thurtell is just now coming 
out upon the New Drop, Jack Ketch alertly tuck- 
ing up his greasy sleeves to do the last office of 
mortality ; yet cannot I elicit a groan or a moral 
reflection. If you told me the world will be at an 
end to-morrow, I should just say, " Will it ? " I 
have not volition enough leftj to dot my ^''s, much 
less to comb my eyebrows ; my eyes are set in my 
head ; my brains are gone out to see a» poor relation 
in Moorfields, and they did not say when they'd 

D 
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come back again ; my skull is a Grub Street attic, 
to let — not so much as a joint-stool or a crack'd 
jorden left in it ; my hand writes, not I, from habit, 
as chickens run about a little when their heads are 
off. Oh for a vigorous fit of gout, colic, toothache, 
— an earwig in my auditory, a fly in my visual 
organs ! Pain is life — the sharper, the more evi- 
dence of life ; but this apathy, this death ! Did 
you ever have an obstinate cold, — a six or seven 
weeks' unintermitting chill and suspension of hope, 
fear, conscience, and everything ? Yet do I try all 
I can to cure it; I try wine, and spirits, and 
smoking, and snuff in unsparing quantities; but 
they all only seem to make me worse, instead of 
better, I sleep in a damp room, but it does me no 
good ; I come home late o* nights, but do not find 
any visible amendment ! Who shall deliver 'me 
from the body of this death ? 

It is just fifteen minutes after twelve. Thurtell 
is by this time a good way on his journey, baiting 
at Scorpion, perhaps ; Ketch is bargaining for his 
cast coat and waistcoat. The Jew demurs at first 
at three half-crowns ; but, on consideration that he 
may get somewhat by showing 'em in the town, 
finally closes. 

SICK PERSONS ODIOUS. 

AM sitting opposite a person who is making 
strange distortions with the gout, which is 
not unpleasant — to me at least. What is 
the reason we do not sympathize with pain, short 
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of some terrible surgical operation ? Hazlitt, who 
boldly says all he feels, avows that not only he 
does not pity sick people, but he hates them. I 
obscurely recognize his meaning. Pain is probably 
too selfish a consideration, too simply a consideration 
of self-attention. We pity poverty, loss of friends, 
etc. — more complex things, in which the sufferer's 
feelings are associated with others. This is a 
rough thought suggested by the presence of gout ; 
I want head to extricate it and plane it 




A RETROSPECT. 

HAVE have been drinking egg-hot and 
smoking Oronooko (associated circum- 
stances, which ever forcibly recall to my 
mind our evenings and nights at the Salutation). 
My eyes and brain are heavy and sleepy, but 
my heart is awake : and if words came as 
ready as ideas, and ideas as feelings, I could 
say ten hundred kind things. You know not 
my supreme happiness at having one on earth 
(though counties separate us) whom I can call a 
friend. Remember you those tender lines of 
Logan's i — 

"Our broken friendships we deplore, 
And loves of youth that are no more." 

I am writing at random, and half-tipsy, what 
you may not equally understand, as you will be 
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sober when you read it; but my sober and my 
half-tipsy hours you are alike a sharer in. Good 
night. 

OF SMOKING. 

HAT do you think of smoking ? I want 
your sober, average^ noon opinion of it. I 
generally am eating my dinner about the 
time I should determine it. 

Morning is a girl, and can't smoke — she's no 
evidence one way or the other ; and Night is so 
evidently bought over, that he can't be a very 
upright judge. Maybe the truth is, that one pipe 
is wholesome ; two pipes toothsome ; three pipes 
noisome ; four pipes fulsome ; five pipes quarrel- 
some, and that's the sum on't. But that is 
deciding rather upon rhyme than reason. . . . 
After all, our instincts may be best. Wine, I am 
sure, good mellow, generous Port, can hurt nobody, 
unless those who take it to excess, which they 
may easily avoid if they observe the rules of 
temperance. 

MILTON. 

jF you find the Miltons in certain parts 
dirtied and soiled with a crumb of right 
Gloucester, blacked in the candle (my 
usual supper), or peradventure a stray ash of 
tobacco wafted into the crevices, look to that 
passage more especially : depend upon it, it con- 
tains good matter. 
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OLD yOYS RECALLED. 

HEN shall I catch a glimpse of your honest 
face-to-face countenance again ? — your fine 
dogmatical sceptical face by punch-light ? 
Oh ! one glimpse of the human face, and shake of 
the human hand, is better than whole reams of this 
cold, thin correspondence ; yea, of more worth 
than all the letters that have sweated the fingers 
of sensibility, from Madame S^vignd and Balzac to 
Sterne and Shenstone. . . . Do all things con- 
tinue in the state I left them in Cambridge ? Do 
your night parties still flourish ? and do you con- 
tinue to bewilder your company with your 
thousand faces, running down through all the keys 
of idiotism (like Lloyd over his perpetual harpsi- 
chord), from the smile and the glimmer of half- 
sense and quarter-sense, to the grin and hanging 
lip of Betty Foy's own Johnny ? And does the 
face-dissolving curfew sound at twelve? How 
unlike the great originals were your petty terrors 
in the postscript ! not fearful enough to make a 
fairy shudder, or a Liliputian fine lady, eight 
months full of child, miscarry. Yet one of them, 
which had more beast than the rest, I thought 
faintly resembled one of your brutifications. 
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OF GRACE. 

|UR Hebrew brethren seem to appreciate the 
good things of this life in more liberal 
latitude than we, to judge from their fre- 
quent graces. One, I think, you must have 
omitted : " After concluding a bargain." Their 
distinction of " Fruits growing upon trees," and 
" upon the ground," I can understand. A sow 
makes quite a different grunt {ker grace) over 
chestnuts and pignuts. The last is a little above 
Elia. With thanks, and wishing grace be with you. 

COMFORT FOR LOSS OF CHILDREN. 

F there be a cavil, is that the topics of re- 
ligious consolation, however beautiful, are 
repeated till a sort of triteness attends them. 
It seems as if you were for ever losing friends' 
children by death, and reminding their parents of 
the Resurrection. Do children die so often, and so 
good, in your parts f The topic taken from the 
consideration that they are snatched away from 
possible vanitieSy seems hardly sound ; for to an 
Omniscient eye their conditional failings must be 
one with their actual ; but I am too unwell for 
theology. In these things we grope and flounder, 
and if we can pick up a little human comfort that 
the child taken is snatched from vice (no great 
compliment to it, by-the-by), let us take it. We 
promise heaven, methinks, too cheaply, and assign 
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large revenues to minors, incompetent to manage 
them. Epitaphs run upon this topic of consola- 
tion, till the very frequency induces a cheapness. 
Tickets for admission into Paradise are sculptured 
out at a penny a letter, twopence a syllable, etc. 
It is all a mystery ; and the more I try to express 
my meaning (having none that is clear), the more I 
founder. Finally, write what your own conscience, 
which to you is the unerring judge, seems best, and 
be careless about the whimsies of such a half-baked 
notionist as I am. 



PRESENT OF A PAIR OF SPECTACLES. 

XPECTATION was alert on the receipt of 
your strange-shaped present, while yet un- 
disclosed from its fuse envelope. Some 
said, 'tis a viol da Gambay others pronounced it a 
fiddle ; I, myself, hoped it a liqueur case, pregnant 
with eau-de-vie and such odd nectar. When mid- 
wifed into daylight, the gossips were at a loss to 
pronounce upon its species. Most took it for a 
marrow spoon, an apple scoop, a banker's guinea 
shovel ; at length its true scope appeared, its drift, 
to save the back-bone of my sister stooping to 
scuttles ; a philanthropic intent ; borrowed, no 
doubt, from some of the Colliers. You save 
people's backs one way, and break *em again by 
loads of obligation. The spectacles are delicate 
and Vulcanian. No lighter texture than their steel 
did the cuckoldy blacksmith frame to catch Mrs. 
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Vulcan and the Captain in. For ungalled forehead, 
and for back unbursten, you have Mary's thanks. 
Marry, for my own peculium of obligation, 'twas 
supererogatory. A second part of Pamela was 
enough in conscience. Two Pamelas in a house 
are too much, without two Mr. B.'s to reward 'em. 

Mary, who is handselling her new aerial per- 
spectives upon a pair of old worsted stockings trod 
out in Cheshunt lanes, sends her love : I, great 
good-liking. 

A HOAX. 

E are afraid you will slip from us from 
England without again seeing us. It would 
be charity to come and see me. I have 
these three days been laid up with strong rheumatic 
pains, in loins, back, shoulders. I shriek some- 
times from the violence of them. I get scarce any 
sleep, and the consequence is, I am restless, and 
want to change sides as I lie, and I cannot turn 
without resting on my hands, and so turning all my 
body all at once, like a log with a lever. While 
this rainy weather lasts, I have no hope of allevia- 
tion. I have tried flannels and embrocation in 
vain. Just at the hip-joint the pangs sometimes 
are so excruciating, that I cry out. It is as violent 
as the cramp, and far more continuous. I am 
ashamed to whine about these complaints to you, 
who can ill enter into them ; but indeed they are 
sharp. You go about, in rain or fine, at all hours, 
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without discommodity. I envy you your immunity 
at a time of life not much removed from my own. 
But you owe your exemption to temperance, which 
it is too late for me to pursue. I, in my lifetime, 
have had my good things. Hence my frame is 
brittle — yours strong as brass. I never knew any 
ailment you had. You can go out at night in all 
weathers, sit up all hours. Well, I don't want to 
moralize ; I only wish to say that \i you are in 
dined to a game at double-dummy, I would try and 
bolster myself in a chair for a rubber or so. My 
days are tedious, but less so and less painful than 
my nights. May you never know the pain and 
difficulty I have in writing so much I Mary, who 
is most kind, joins in the wish. 

HOAX CONFESSED. 

DO confess to mischief. It was the subtlest 
diabolical piece of malice heart of man has 
contrived. I have no more rheumatism 
than that poker. Never was freer from all pains 
and aches. Every joint sound, to the tip of the ear 
from the extremity of the lesser toe. The report 
of thy torments was blown circuitously here from 
Bury. I could not resist the jeer. I conceived 
you writhing when you should just receive my con- 
gratulations. How mad you'd be ! Well, it is not 
in my method to inflict pangs — I leave that to 
Heaven ; but in the existing pangs of a friend I 
have a share. His disquietude crowns my exemp- 
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tion. I imagine you howling, and pace across 
the room, shooting out my free arms, legs, etc., 
this way and that way, with an assurance of not 
kindling a spark of pain from them. I deny that 
Nature means us to sympathize with agonies. 
Those face-contortions, retortions, distortions, have 
the merriness of antics. Nature meant them for 
farce — not so pleasant to the actor, indeed; but 
Grimaldi cries when we laugh, and *tis but one that 
suffers to make thousands rejoice. You say that 
shampooing is ineffectual ; but, per se^ it is good, to 
show the introvolutions, extravolutions, of which 
the animal frame is capable — to show what the 
creature is receptible of, short of dissolution. 

You are worst of nights, an't you } You never 
was rack'd, was you ? I should like an authentic 
map of those feelings. 

You seem to have the flying gout You can 
scarcely screw a smile out of your face, can you } 
I sit at immunity and sneer ad libitum, 'Tis now 
the time for you to make good resolutions. I may 
go on breaking 'em, for anything the worse I find 
myself. Your doctor seems to keep you on the 
long cure. Precipitate healings are never good. 
Don't come while you are so bad ; I shan't be able 
to attend to your throes and the dummy at once. 
I should like to know how slowly the pain goes off. 
But don't write, unless the motion will be likely to 
make your sensibility more exquisite. 



I 

I 

< 

I 
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THE DESK. 

AM married myself to a severe step-wife, 
who keeps me, not at bed and board, but 
at desk and board, and is jealous of my 
morning aberrations. I cannot slip out to con- 
gratulate kinder unions. It is well ahe leaves me 

alone o' nights, — the d d Day-hag Business, She 

is even now peeping over me to see I am writing 

no love-letters. I come, my dear Where is the 

Indigo Sale Book ? 

CASE FOR ADVICE AND OPINION. 

AM ashamed not to have taken the drift of 
your pleasant letter, which I find to have been 
pure invention ; but jokes are not suspected 
in Boeotian Enfield. We are plain people, and our 
talk is of corn and cattle and Waltham markets. 
Besides, I was a little out of sorts when I received 
it. The fact is, I am involved in a case which has 
fretted me to death, and I have no reliance except 
on you to extricate me. I am sure you will give 
me your best legal advice, having *no professional 
friend besides but Robinson and Talfourd, with 
neither of whom, at present, I am on the best of 
terms. My brother's widow left a will, made during 
the lifetime of my brother, in which I am named 
sole executor, by which she bequeathes forty acres 
of arable property, which it seems she held under 
covert baron, unknown to my brother, to the heirs 
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of the body of Elizabeth Dowden, her married 
daughter by a first husband, in fee simple, recover- 
able by fine ; invested property, mind, for there is 
the difficulty ; subject to leet and quit-rent ; in 
short, worded in the most guarded terms, to shut 
.out the property from Isaac Dov^den, the husband. 
Intelligence has just come of the death of this 
person in India, where he made a will, entailing this 
property (which seemed entangled enough already) 
to the heirs of his body that should not be born of 
his wife ; for it seems, by the law in India, natural 
children can recover. They have put the cause 
into Exchequer process here, removed by certiorari 
from the native courts ; and the question is, whether 
I should, as executor, try the cause here, or again 
re-remove it to the Supreme Sessions at Bangalore, 
which I understand I can, or plead a hearing before 
the Privy Council here. As it involves all the 
little property of Elizabeth Dowden, I am anxious 
to take the fittest steps, and what may be least 
expensive. For God's sake assist me, for the case 
is so embarrassed that it deprives me of sleep and 
appetite. M. Burney thinks there is a case like 
it in chap. 170, sec. 5, in " Fearn's Contingent 
Remainders." Pray read it over with him dis- 
passionately, and let me have the result. The 
complexity lies in the questionable power of the 
husband to alienate in usum enfeoffments whereof 
he was only collaterally seized, etc. 
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ON GIVING OVER BAD HABITS. 

I Y habits are changing, I think ; i,e, from drunk 
to sober. Whether I shall be happier 
or not remains to be proved. I shall cer- 
tainly be more happy in a morning ; but whether 
I shall not sacrifice the fat, and the marrow, and 
the kidneys, i.e, the night, glorious care-drowning 
night, that heals all our wrongs, pours wine into our 
mortifications, changes the scene from indifferent 
and flat to bright and brilliant ! O Manning, if 
I should have formed a diabolical resolution, by 
the time you come to England, of not admitting 
any spirituous liquors into my house, will you be 
my guest on such shameworthy terms? Is life, 
with such limitations, worth trying > The truth is, 
that my liquors bring a nest of friendly harpies 
about my house, who consume me. 

DISSUASIVE FROM TURNING AUTHOR. 

|F you had but five consolatory minutes be- 
tween the desk and the bed, make much of 
them, and live a century in them, rather 
than turn slave to the booksellers. They are Turks 
and Tartars when they have poor authors at their 
back. Hitherto you have been at arm's length 
from them. Come not within their grasp. I have 
known many authors want for bread, some re- 
pining, others envying the blessed security of a 
counting-house, all agreeing they would rather 
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have been tailors, weavers, — what not, rather than 
the things they were. I have known some starved, 
some to go mad, one dear friend literally dying in 
a workhouse. You know not what a rapacious, 
dishonest set these booksellers are. Ask even 
Southey, who (a single case almost) has made a 
fortune by book-drudgery, what he has found them. 
Oh, you know not (may you never know !) the 
miseries of subsisting by authorship. 'Tis a pretty 
appendage to a situation like yours or mine ; but a 
slavery, worse than all slavery, to be a bookseller's 
dependant — to drudge your brains for pots of ale 
and breasts of mutton, to change your free thoughts 
and voluntary numbers for ungracious task-work. 

Those fellows hate us. B , who first engaged 

me as "Elia," has not paid me up yet (nor any 
of us without repeated mortifying appeals), yet 
how the knave fawned when I was of service to 
him ! Yet I dare say the fellow is punctual in 
settling his milk-score, etc. 

Keep to your bank, and the bank will keep you. 
Trust not to the public ; you may hang, starve, 
drown yourself, for anything ^'dXviox^y personage 
cares. I bless every star that Providence, not 
seeing good to make me independent, has seen it 
next good to settle me upon the stable foundation 
of Leadenhall. Sit down, good B. B., in the bank- 
ing-office. What ! is there not from six to eleven 
p.m. six days in the week, and is there not all 
Sunday ? Fie, what a superfluity of man's time, if 
you could think so ! — enough for relaxation, mirth, 
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converse, poetry, good thoughts, quiet thoughts. 
Oh, the corroding, torturing, tormenting thoughts, 
that disturb the brain of the unlucky wight who 
must draw upon it for daily sustenance ! Hence- 
forth I retract all my fond complaints of mercantile 
employment; look upon them as lovers' quarrels. 
I was but half in earnest. Welcome dead timber 
of a desk, that makes me live. A little grumbling 
is a wholesome medicine for the spleen ; but in my 
inner heart do I approve and embrace this our 
close but unharassing way of life. 

THE PLAGUE OF ALBUMS. 

|E are in the last ages of the world, when St. 
Paul prophesied that women should be 
"headstrong, lovers of their own wills, 
having albums." I fled hither to escape the 
albumean persecution, and had not been in my 
new house twenty-four hours when the daughter of 
the next house came in with a friend's album to beg 
a contribution, and the following day intimated she 
had one of her own. Two more have sprung up 
since. " If I take the wings of the morning " and 
fly unto the uttermost parts of the earth, there will 
albums be. New Holland has albums. But the 
age is to be complied with. . . . Why, by dabbling 
in those accursed Annuals I have become a by- 
word of infamy all over the kingdom. I have 
sicken'd decent women for asking me to write in 
albums. There be dark "jests" abroad, Master 
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Cornwall, and some riddles may live to be cleared 
up. And 'tisn't every saddle is put on the right 
steed. And forgeries and false Gospels are not 
peculiar to the age following the Apostles, And 
some tubs don*t stand on their right bottom, which 
is all I wish to say in these ticklish times ; and so 
your servant. 

Adieu to albums — for a great while — I said 
when I came here, and had not been fixed for two 
days ; but my landlord's daughter (not at the 
pot-house) requested me to write in her female 

friends' and in her own. If I go to thou 

art there also, O all-pervading Album ! All over 
the Leeward Islands, in Newfoundland, and the 
Back Settlements, I understand there is no other 
reading. They haunt me, I die of Albophobia ! 




ANNUALS. 

|ES, I am hooked into the "Gem," but only 
for some lines written on a dead infant of 
the Editor's, which being, as it were, his 
property, I could not refuse their appearing ; but I 
hate the paper, the type, the gloss, the dandy 
plates, the names of contributors poked up into 
your eyes in first page, and whistled through all 
the covers of magazines, the barefaced sort of 
emulation, the immodest candidateship. Brought 
into so little space — in those old " Londons," a 
signature was lost in the wood of matter, the 
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paper course (till latterly, which spoiled them) ; in 
shorty I detest to appear in an Annual. • . . 

Wordsworth, I see, has a good many pieces 
announced in one of 'em, not our "Gem." W. Scott 
has distributed himself like a bribe haunch among 
'em. Of all the poets, Cary has had the good 
sense to keep quite clear of 'em, with clergy-gentle- 
manly right notions. Don't think I set up for 
being proud on this point ; I like a bit of flattery, 
tickling my vanity, as well as any one. But these 
pompous masquerades without masks (naked names 
or faces) I hate. So there's a bit of my mind. 
Besides, they infallibly cheat you. 



OF ILLUSTRATED WORKS. 

SPLENDID edition of "Bunyan's Pilgrim!" 
Why, the thought is enougb to turn one's 
moral stomach. His cockle-hat and staff 
transformed to a smart cock'd beaver and a jemmy 
cane; his amice grey, to the last Regent Street 
cut ; and his painful palmer's pace to the modern 
swagger. Stop thy friend's sacrilegious hand. 
Nothing can be done for B. but to reprint the old 
cuts in as homely but good a style as possible. 
The Vanity Fair, and the Pilgrims there — the 
Sillysoothness in his setting-out countenance — the 
Christian Idiocy (in good sense) of his admiration 
of the shepherds on the Delectable Mountains ; the 
lions, so truly allegorical, and remote from any 
similitude to Pidcock's * the great head (the 
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author's), capacious of dreams and similitudes, 
dreaming in the dungeon. Perhaps you don't 
know my edition, which I had when a child. If 
you do, can you bear new designs from Martin, 
enamelled into copper or silver plate by Heath, 
accompanied with verses from Mrs. Hemans's pen, 
O how unlike his own I 



SLOIV SALE OF BOOKS THE BEST. 

lETHINKS it makes for the benefit of sound 
literature, that the best books do not 
always go off best. Inquire in seven years' 
time for the "Rokebys" and the "Laras," and where 
shall they be found? — fluttering fragmentally in 
some thread-paper; whereas thy "Wallenstein" and 
thy " Remorse " are safe on Longman's or Pople's 
shelves, as in some Bodleian ; there they shall 
remain ; no need of a chain to hold them fast — 
perhaps for ages — tall copies — and people shan't 
run about hunting for them as in old Ezra's shrie- 
valty they did for a Bible, almost without effect 
till the great-great-grand-niece (by the mother's 
side) of Jeremiah or Ezekiel (which was it?) re- 
membered something of a book, with odd reading 
in it, that used to lie in the green closet in her 
aunt Judith's bedchamber. 
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BOOKS SHOULD BE YOUR OWN. 

OU have a Milton ; but it is pleasanter to eat 
one's own peas out of one's own garden, 
than to buy them by the peck at Coven t 
Garden ; and a book reads the better, which is our 
own, and has been so long known to us, that we 
know the topography of its blots, and dog's-ears, 
and can trace the dirt in it to having read it at tea 
with buttered muffins, or over a pipe, which I think 
is the maximum. 



OF CHILDREN'S BOOKS. 

OODY Two Shoes " is almost out of print 
Mrs. Barbauld's stuff has banished all the 
old classics of the nursery ; and the shop- 
man at Newberr/s hardly deigned to reach them 
off an old exploded corner of a shelf, when 
Mary asked for them. Mrs. Barbauld's and Mrs. 
Trimmer's nonsense lay in piles about. Knowledge 
insignificant and vapid as Mrs. Barbauld's books 
convey, it seems, must come to a child in the s/iape 
of knowledge; and his empty noddle must be 
turned with conceit of his own powers when he has 
learnt that a horse is an animal, and Billy is better 
than a horse, and such like ; instead of that beauti- 
ful interest in wild tales, which made the child a 
man, while all the time he suspected himself to be 
no bigger than a child. Science has succeeded to 
poetry no less in the little walks of children than 
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with men. Is there no possibility of averting this 
sore evil ? Think what you would have been now, 
if instead of being fed with tales and old wives' 
fables in childhood, you had been crammed with 
geography and natural history ! 

Hang them ! — I mean the cursed Barbauld 
crew, those blights and blasts of all that is human 
in man and child. 



A CRITICISM. 

WILL just add that it appears to me a fault 
in the " Beggar," that the instructions con- 
veyed in it are too direct, and like a lecture: 
they don't slide into the mind of the reader while 
he is imagining no such matter. An intelligent 
reader finds a sort of insult in being told, " I will 
teach you how to think upon this subject." This 
fault, if I am right, is in a ten-thousandth worse 
degree to be found in Sterne, and in many novelists 
and modern poets, who continually put a sign- 
post up to show where you are to feel. They set 
out with assuming their readers to be stupid ; very 
different from " Robinson Crusoe," " The Vicar of 
Wakefield," " Roderick Random," and other beauti- 
ful, bare narratives. There is implied an unwritten 
compact between author and reader ; " I will tell 
you a story, and I suppose you will understand it." 
Modem novels, " St. Leons " and the like, are full of 
such flowers as these — "Let not my reader sup- 
pose," " Imagine, if you can, modest ! " etc, I will 
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here have done with praise and blame. I have 
written so much, only that you may not think I 
have passed over your book without observation. 



THE ''ANCIENT MARINER."* 

AM sorry that Coleridge has christened his 
"Ancient Marinere," " A Poet's Reverie'' ; it 
is as bad as Bottom the Weaver's declaration 
that he is not a lion, but only the scenical repre- 
sentation of a lion. What new idea is gained by 
this title but one subversive of all credit — which 
the tale should force upon us — of its truth ! 

For me, I was never so affected with any human 
tale. After first reading it, I was totally possessed 
with it for many days. I dislike all the miraculous 
part of it ; but the feelings of the man under the 
operation of such scenery, dragged me along like 
Tom Pipe's magic whistle. I totally differ from 
your idea that the " Marinere " should have had a 
character and profession. This is a beauty in 
" Gulliver's Travels," where the mind is kept in a 
placid state of little wonderments; but the "Ancient 
Marinere " undergoes such trials as overwhelm and 
bury all individuality or memory of what he was — 
like the state of a man in a bad dream, one terrible 
peculiarity of which is, that all consciousness of 
personality is gone. Your other observation is, I 
think as well, a little unfounded : the " Marinere," 
from being conversant in supernatural events, has 
acquired a supernatural and strange cast of pkrasef 
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eye, appearance, etc., which frighten the " wedding 
guest." 

OF BURNET. 

AM reading " Burnet's History of his own 
Times." Did you ever read that garrulous, 
pleasant history? He tells his story like 
an old man past political service, bragging to his 
sons on winter evenings of the part he took in 
public transactions, when his " old cap was new." 
Full of scandal, which all true history is. No 
palliatives ; but all the stark wickedness, that 
actually gives the momentum to national actors. 
Quite the prattle of age, and outlived importance. 
Truth and sincerity staring out upon you perpetually 
in alto relievo. Himself a party man, he makes 
you a party man. None of the cursed philosophical 
Humeian indifference, so cold, and unnatural, and 
inhuman ! None of the cursed Gibbonian fine 
writing, so fine and composite! None of Dr. 
Robertson's periods with three members. None of 
Mr. Roscoe's sage remarks, all so apposite, and 
coming in so clever, lest the reader should have had 
the trouble of drawing an inference. Burnet's good 
prattle I can bring present to my mind. 

CRITICISM ON SOUTHEY. 

EHAMA " is doubtless more powerful, but I 

don't feel that firm footing in it that I do in 

" Roderick " : my imagination goes sinking 

and floundering in the vast spaces of unopened- 
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before systems and faiths ; I am put out of the pale 
of my old sympathies ; my moral sense is almost 
outraged ; I can't believe, or with horror am, made 
to believe, such desperate chances against Omni- 
potence, such disturbances of faith to the centre ; 
the more potent the more painful the spell. Jove, 
and his brotherhood of gods, tottering with the 
giant assailings, I can bear, for the soul's hopes are 
not struck at in such contests ; but your Oriental 
almighties are too much types of the intangible 
prototype to be meddled with without shuddering. 
One never connects what are called the attributes 
with Jupiter. — I mention only what diminishes my 
delight at the wonder-workings of " Kehama," not 
what impeaches its power, which I confess with 
trembling ; but " Roderick " is a comfortable poem. 
It reminds me of the delight I took in the first 
reading of the "Joan of Arc." It is maturer and 
better than thaty though not better to me now than 
that was then. It suits me better than " Madoc." I 
am at home in Spain and Christendom. I have a 
timid imagination, I am afraid. I do not willingly 
admit of strange beliefs, or out-of-the-way creeds 01* 
places. I never read books of travels, at least not 
farther than Paris or Rome. I can just endure 
Moors, because of their connection as foes with 
Christians ; but Abyssinians, Ethiops, Esquimaux, 
Dervises, and all that tribe, 1 hate. I believe I fear 
them in some manner. A Mahometan turban on 
the stage, though enveloping some well-known face 
(Mr. Cook or Mr. Maddox, whom I see another day 
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good Christian and English waiters, innkeeper, etc.), 
does not give me pleasure unalloyed. I am a 
Christian, Englishman, Londoner, Templar. God 
help me when I come to put off these snug relations, 
and to get abroad into the world to come ! I shall 
be like the crow on the sandj as Wordsworth has it ; 
but I won't think on it : no need, I hope, yet 




OF BOOK-BUYING. 

HAVE brought home, from stalls in Barbican, 
the old " Pilgrim's Progress " with the prints 
— ^Vanity Fair, etc. — now scarce. Four 
shillings. Cheap. And also one of whom I have 
oft heard and had dreams, but never saw in the 
flesh — that is in sheepskin — " The whole theologic 
works of Thomas Aquinas." 

My arms ached with lugging it a mile to the 
stage ; but the burden was a pleasure, such as old 
Anchises was to the shoulders of iEneas, or the 
Lady to the Lover in old romance, who having to 
carry her to the top of a high mountain (the price 
of obtaining her), clambered with her to the top, 
and fell dead with fatigue. 

** Oh, the glorious old Schoolmen ! " 

There must be something in him. Such great 
names imply greatness. Who hath seen Michael 
Angelo's things — of us that never pilgrimaged to 
Rome — and yet which of us disbelieves his great- 
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ness ? How I will revel in his cobwebs and 
subtleties, till my brain spins I 



OF WITHER. 

HAVE at last been so fortunate as to pick 
up " Wither's Emblems " for you, that " old 
book and quaint," as the brief author of 
"Rosamund Gray" hath it ; it is in a most detestable 
state of preservation, and the cuts are of a fainter 
impression than I have seen. Some child, the 
curse of antiquaries and bane of bibliopical rarities, 
hath been dabbling in some of them with its paint 
and dirty fingers ; and, in particular, hath a little 
sullied the author's own portraiture, which I think 
valuable, as the poem that accompanies it is no 
common one ; this last excepted, the " Emblems " 
are far inferior to old Quarles. I once told you 
otherwise, but I had not then read old Quarles with 
attention. I have "picked up, too, another copy of 
Quarles for ninepence ! ! ! O tempora ! O lectores ! 
so that if you have lost or parted with your own 
copy, say so, and I can furnish you, for you prize 
these things more than I do. You will be amused, 
I think, with honest Wither's " Supersedeas to all 
them whose custom it is, without any deserving, to 
importune authors to give unto them their books." 
I am sorry 'tis imperfect, as the lottery board 
annexed to it also is. 





\ 
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WITHER AND QUARLES COMPARED, 

PERFECTLY accord with opinion of old 
Wither; Quarles is a wittier writer, but 
Wither lays more hold of the heart Quarles 
thinks of his audience when he lectures ; Wither 
soliloquizes in company from a full heart. What ^ 

wretched stuff are the "Divine Fancies" of Quarles! 
Religion appears to him no longer valuable than it 
furnishes matter for quibbles and riddles ; he turns 
God*s grace into wantonness. Wither is like an 
old friend, whose warm-heartedness and estimable 
qualities make us wish he possessed more genius, 
but at the same time make us willing to dispense 
with that want. I always love Wither, and 
sometimes admire Quarles. Still that portrait 
poem is a fine one ; and the extract from 
*' Shepherds* Hunting" places him in a starry 
height far above Quarles. 



OF A MORAL TO A POEM. 

THINK you are too apt to conclude faintly, 
with some cold moral, as in the end of the 
poem called " The Victory " — ► 

" Be thou her comforter, who art the widow's friend ; " 

a single common-place line of comfort, which bears 
no proportion in weight or number to the many 
lines which describe suffering. This is to convert 
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religion into medicore feelings, which should burn, 
and glow, and tremble. A moral should be wrought 
into the body and soul, the matter and tendency 
of a poem, not tagged to the end, like a "God 
send the good ship into harbour," at the conclusion 
of our bills of lading. 




BOOK BORROWERS. 

THINK I shall get a chain and chain them 
to my shelves, more Bodleiano^ and people 
may come and read them at chain's length. 
For of those who borrow, some read slow ; some 
mean to read but don't read ; and some neither 
read nor meant to read, but borrow to leave you 
an opinion of their sagacity. I must do my money- 
borrowing friends the justice to say that there is 
nothing of this caprice or wantonness of alienation 
in them. When they borrow my money they never 

fail to make use of it 

You never come but you take away some folio, 
that is part of my existence. With a great deal 
of difficulty I was made to comprehend the extent 
of my loss. My maid, Becky, brought me a dirty 
bit of paper, which contained her description of 
some book which Mr. Coleridge had taken away. 
It was " Luster's Tables," which, for some time, I 
could not make out. " What ! has he carried away 
any of the tabkSy Becky } " " No, it wasn't any 
tables, but it was a book that he called ' Luster's 
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Tables.*" I was obliged to search personally 
among my shelves, and a huge fissure suddenly 
disclosed to me the true nature of the damage I 
had sustained. That book, Coleridge, you should 
not have taken away, for it is not mine ; it is the 
property of a friend, who does not know its value, 
nor indeed have I been very sedulous in explaining 
to him the estimate of it ; but was rather contented 
in giving a sort of corroboration to a hint that he 
let fall, as to its being suspected to be not genuine, 
so that in all probability it would have fallen to 
me as a deodand ; not but I am as sure it is 
Luther's, as I am sure that Jack Bunyan wrote the 
" Pilgrim's Progress ; " but it was not for me to pro- 
nounce upon the validity of testimony that had 
been disputed by learneder clerks than I ; so I 
quietly let it occupy the place it had usurped upon 
my shelves, and should never have thought of issu- 
ing an ejectment against it ; for why should I be 
so bigoted as to allow rites of hospitality to none 
but my own books, children, etc. } — a species of 
egotism I abhor from my heart. * No ; let 'em all 
snug together, Hebrews and Proselytes of the 
gate ; no selfish partiality of mine shall make 
distinction between them, I charge no warehouse 
room for my friends' commodities ; they are wel- 
come to come and stay as long as they like, with- 
out paying rent. I have several such strangers 
that I treat with more than Arabian courtesy. 
There's a copy of More's fine poem, which is 
none of mine, but I cherish it as my own. I am 
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none of those churlish landlords that advertise 
the goods to be taken away in ten days* time, or 
then to be sold to pay expenses. So you see I 
had no right to lend you that book. I may lend 
you my own books, because it is at my own 
hazard ; but it is not honest to hazard a friend's ' 
property ; I always make that distinction. I hope 
you will bring it with you, or send it by Hartley ; 
or he can bring that, and you the " Polemical Dis- 
courses," and come and eat some atoning mutton 
with us one of these days shortly. We are en- 
gaged two or three Sundays deep, but always dine 
at home on week-days at half-past four. So come 
all four — men and books I mean. My third shelf 
(northern compartment) from the top has two 
devilish gaps, where you have knocked out its two 
eye-teeth. 



OF POEMS ON ANIMALS. 

LOVE this sort of poems, that open a new 
intercourse with the most despised of the 
animal and insect race. I think this vein 
may be further opened. Peter Pindar hath very 
prettily apostrophized a fly ; Burns hath his mouse 
and his louse ; Coleridge less successfully hath 
made overtures of intimacy to a jackass, therein 
only following, at unresembling distance, Sterne, 
and greater Cervantes, Besides these, I know of 
no other examples of breaking down the partition 
between us and our " poor earth-born companions." 
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It is sometimes revolting to be put in a track of 
feeling by other people, not one's own immediate 
thoughts, else I would persuade you, if I could 
(I am in earnest), to commence a series of these 
animals* poems, which might have a tendency to 
rescue some poor creatures from the antipathy of 
mankind. Some thoughts came across me: for 
instance — to a ^at, to a toad, to a cockchafer, 
to a mole. People bake moles alive by a slow 
oven fire to cure consumption. Rats are, indeed, 
the most despised and contemptible parts of God's 
earth. I killed a rat the other day by punching 
him to pieces, and feel a weight of blood upon me 
to this hour. Toads you know are made to fly, 
and tumble down and crush all to pieces. Cock- 
chafers are old sport. Then again to a worm, with 
an apostrophe to anglers, those patient tyrants, 
meek inflictors of pangs intolerable, cool devils; 
to an owl ; to all snakes, with an apology for their 
poison ; to a cat in boots or bladders. Your own 
fancy, if it takes a fancy to these hints, will suggest 
many more. A series of such poems, suppose them 
accompanied with plates descriptive of animal 
torments, cooks roasting lobsters, fishmongers 
crimping skates, etc., etc., would take excessively. 
I will willingly enter into a partnership in the plan 
with you : I think my heart and soul would go 
with it too — at least, give it a thought My plan 
is but this minute come into my head; but it 
strikes me instantaneously as something new, good, 
and useful, full of pleasure, and full of moral. If 
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old Quarles and Wither could live again, we would 
invite thena into our firm. Burns hath done his 
part. 



OF DRAMATIC EFFECT IN PICTURES. 

ARTIN^S '* Belshazzar's Feast '* (the picture) 
I have seen. Its architectural efifect is stu- 
pendous ; but the human figures, the squal- 
ling contorted little antics that are playing at being 
frightened, like children at a sham ghost, who half 
know it to be a mask, are detestable. Then the 
letters are nothing more than a transparency- 
lighted up, such as a Lord might order to be lit 
up on a sudden at a Christmas gambol, to scare 
the ladies. The type is as plain as Baskerville's : 
they should have been dim, full of mystery, letters 
to the mind rather than the eye, 

Rembrandt has painted only Belshazzar and a 
courtier or two (taking a part of the banquet for 
the whole), not fribbled out a mob of fine folks. 
Then every thing is so distinct, to the very neck- 
laces, and that foolish little prophet. What one 
point is there of interest? The ideal of such a 
subject is, that you the spectator should see nothing 
but what at the time you would have seen, — 
the handy and the King, — not to be at leisure to 
make tailor-remarks on the dresses, or. Dr. 
Kitchener-like, to examine the good things at table. 
Just such a confused piece is his " Joshua," frit- 
tered into a thousand fragments, little armies here 




64 Little Essays. 

little armies there — you should see only the Sun 
and Joshua. If I remember, he has not left out 
that luminary entirely ; but for Joshua, I was ten 
minutes a finding him out * Still he is showy in all 
that IS not the human figure or the preternatural 
interest : but the first are below a drawing-school 
girl's attainment, and the last is a phantasmagoric 
trick, — "Now you shall see what you shall see, 
dare is Balshazzar and dare is Daniel." 



ON A PICTURE OF THE LADY GODIVA. 

F Martin had chosen this subject for a 
frontispiece — there would have been in 
some dark corner a white lady, white as 
the walker on the waves, riding upon some mysti- 
cal quadruped ; and high above would have risen 
"tower above tower a massy structure high" — 
the Tenterden steeples of Coventry, till the poor 
cross would scarce have known itself among the 
clouds ; and far above them all the distant Clint 
hills peering over chimney-pots, piled up, Ossa- 
on-Olympus fashion, till the admiring spectator 
(admirer of a noble deed) might have gone look 
for the lady, as you must hunt for the other in the 
lobster. But M should be made royal archi- 
tect. What palaces he would pile ! But then, 
what parliamentary grants to make them 'good ! 
. . . Martin's Frontispiece is a very fine thing, let 
C. L, say what he pleases to the contrary. Of 
the Poems, I like them as a volume, better than 
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any one of the preceding; particularly, "Power 
and Gentleness "—" The Present "—" Lady Rus- 
sell;" with the exception that I do not like the 
noble act of Curtius, true or false — one of the 
grand foundations of the old Roman patriotism — 
to be sacrificed to Lady R/s taking notes on her 
husband's trial. If a thing is good," why invidiously 
bring it into light with something better ? There 
are too few heroic things in this world, to admit of 
our marshalling them in anxious etiquettes of pre- 
cedence. Would you make a poem on the story 
of Ruth (pretty story!), and then say — Ay, but 
how much better is the story of Joseph and his 
brethren \ 

OF PICTURE GALLERIES. 

LA ! your Leonardos of Oxford made my 
mouth water. I was hurried through the 
gallery, and they escaped me. What do I 
say.^ I was a Goth then, and should not have 
noticed them. I had not settled my notions of 
beauty : I have now for ever ! — the small head, 
the long eye, — that sort of peering curve, — the 
wicked Italian mischief; the stick-at-nothing, Hero- 
dias's daughter kind of grace. You understand 
me.^ But you disappoint me in passing over in 
absolute silence the Blenheim Leonardo. Didn't 
you see it } Excuse a lover's curiosity. I have 
seen no pictures of note since, except Mr. Dawe's 
gallery. Mon Dieii ! Such Claudes ! Four Claudes 

F 
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bought for more than £io fyoo (those who talk of 
Wilson being equal to Claude are either mainly 
ignorant or stupid) ; one of these was perfectly 
miraculous. What colours short of bon& fide sun- 
beams It could be painted in, I am not earthly 
colourman enough to say; but I did not think 
it had been in the possibility of things. Then, a 
music piece by Titian, a thousand-pound picture, 
five figures standing behind a piano, the sixth 
playing — none of the heads, as M. observed, in- 
dicating great men, or affecting it, but so sweetly 
disposed — all leaning separate ways, but so easy — 
like the flock of some divine shepherd ; the colour- 
ing, like the economy of the picture, so sweet and 
harmonious — as good as Shakespeare's " Twelfth 
Night," almost^ that is. It will give a love of order, 
and cure you of restless, fidgety passions for a 
week after — more musical than the music which it 
would, but cannot, yet in a manner does^ show* I 
have no room for the rest. Let me say. Anger- 
stein sits in a room — his study (only that and the 
library are shown), when he writes a common letter, 
as I am doing, surrounded with twenty pictures 
worth ;£'6o,ooo. What a luxury ! Apicius and 
Heliogabalus^ hide your diminished heads I 
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OF DEATH. 

EATHS overset one, and put one out long 
after the recent grief. Two or three have 
died within the last two twelvemonths, and 
so many parts of me have been numbed. One 
sees a picture, reads an anecdote, starts a casual 
fancy, and thinks to tell of it to this person in 
preference to every other: the person is gone 
whom it would have peculiarly suited. It won*t 
do for another. Every departure destroys a class 
of sympathies. There's Captain Burney gone! 
What fun has whist now .? What matters it what 
you lead, if you can no longer fancy him looking 
over you } One never hears anything, but the 
image of the particular person occurs with whom 
alone almost you would care to share the intelli- 
gence. Thus one distributes oneself about; and 
now for so many parts of me I have lost the 
market Common natures do not suffice me. Good 
people, as they are called, won't serve. I want 
individuals. I am made up of queer points, and 
I want so many answering needles. The going 
away of friends does not make the remainder more 
precious. It takes so much from them as there 
was a common link. A, B, and C make a party. 
A dies. B not only loses A, but all A's part in C. 
C loses A's part in B, and so the alphabet sickens by- 
subtraction of interchangeables. I express myself 
muddily, capite dolente, I have a dulling cold. My 
theory is to enjoy life, but my practice is against it 
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A DEATH -BED. 

|00R NORRIS has been lying dying for now 
almost a week ; such is the penalty we pay 
for having enjoyed a strong constitution! 
Whether he knew me or not, I know not; or 
whether he saw me through his poor glazed eyes ; 
but the group I saw about him I shall not forget. 
Upon the bed, or about it, were assembled his wife 
and two daughters, and poor deaf Richard, his son, 
looking doubly stupefied. There they were, and 
seemed to have been sitting all the week. I could 
only reach out a hand to Mrs. Norris. Speaking 
was impossible in that mute chamber. By this 
time I hope it is all over with him. In him I have 
a loss the world cannot make up. He was my 
friend and my father's friend all the life I can 
remember, I seem to have made foolish friend- 
ships ever since. Those are friendships which 
outlive a second generation. Old as I am waxing, 
in his eyes I was still the child he first knew me. 
To the last he called me Charley. I have none 
to call me Charley now. He was the last link that 
bound me to the Temple. You are but of yester- 
day. In him seem to have died the old plainness 
of manners and singleness of heart Letters he 
knew nothing of, nor did his reading extend beyond 
the pages of the Gentleman's Magazine, Yet there 
was a pride of literature about him from being 
amongst books (he was librarian), and from some 
scraps of doubtful Latin which he had picked up 
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in his office of entering students, that gave him 
very diverting airs of pedantry. Can I forget the * 
erudite look with which, when he had been in vain 
trying to make out a black-letter text of Chaucef 
in the Temple Library, he laid it down and told 
me that — "in those old books, Charley, there is 
sometimes a deal of very indifferent spelling ; " and 
seemed to console himself in the reflection ! His 
jokes, for he had his jokes, are now ended ; but 
they were old trusty perennials, staples that pleased 
after decies repetitUy and were always as good as 
new. One song he had, which was reserved for 
the night of Christmas Day, which we always spent 
in the Temple. It was an old thing, and spoke of 
the flat bottoms of our foes, and the possibility 
of their coming over in darkness, and alluded to 
threats of an invasion many years blown over ; and 
when he came to the part — 

** We'll still make *em run, and we'll still make *em sweat. 
In spite of the Devil and Brussels Gazette ^^ 

his eyes would sparkle as with the freshness of an 
impending event. And what is the Brussels Gazette 
now ? I cry while I enumerate these trifles. " How 
shall we tell them in a stranger's ear } *' His poor 
good girls will now have to receive their afflicted 
mother in an unsuccessful hovel in an obscure 
village. 
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JOSEPH COTTLE'S TRAGEDY. 

HAVE often wished I had lived in the 
golden age, when shepherds lay stretched 
upon flowers, and roused themselves at their 
leisure, — the genius there is in a man's natural idle 
face, that has not learned his multiplication table ! 
before doubt, and propositions, and corollaries got 
into the world ! 

Nozv, as Joseph Cottle, a Bard of Nature, sings, 
going up Malvern Hills, 

" IIow steep ! how painful the ascent I 
It needs the evidence oi close deductioti 
To know that ever I shall gain the top." 

You must know that Joe is lame, so that he had 
some reason for so singing. These two lines, I 
assure you, are taken totidem Uteris from a very 
popular poem. Joe is also an Epic Poet as well as 
a Descriptive, and has written a tragedy, though 
both his drama and epopceia are strictly descriptive^ 
and chiefly of the Beauties of Nature^ for Joe thinks 
man with all his passions and frailties hot a proper 
subject of the Drama, Joe's tragedy hath the 
following surpassing speech in it. Some king is 
told that his enemy has engaged twelve archers 
to come over in a boat from an enemy's country 
and waylay him : he thereupon pathetically 
exclaims^ 

•' Twelve, dost thou say? Curse 
On those dozen villains ! " 



\ 
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Cottle read two or three of these acts to us, very 
gravely on both sides, till he came to this heroic 
trick, and then he asked what we laughed at. I 
had no more muscles that day. A poet that chooses 
to read out his own verses has but a limited power 
over you. There is a bound where his authority 
ceases. 



JOSEPH COTTLE'S EPIC. 

OW I am touching so deeply upon poetry, can 
I forget that I have just received from 
Cottle a magnificent copy of his Guinea 
"Alfred " ? Four and twenty books to read in the 
dog-days ! I got as far as the Mad Monk the first 
day, and fainted. Mr. Cottle's genius strongly 
points him to the Pastoral^ but his inclinations 
divert him perpetually from his calling. He 
imitates Southey, as Rowe did Shakspeare, with 
his " Good morrow to ye ; good master Lieutenant." 
Instead of a man, a woman, a daughter, he con- 
stantly writes one a man, one a woman, one his 
daughter. Instead of the king, the hero, he con- 
stantly writes, he the king, he the hero ; two flowers 
of rhetoric, palpably from the "Joan." But Mr. 
Cottle soars a higher pitch : and when he is original, 
it is in a most original way indeed. His tcTrific 
scenes are indefatigable. Serpents, asps, spiders, 
ghosts, dead bodies, staircases made of nothing, 
with adders' tongues for bannisters. What a brain 
he must have! He puts as many plums in his 
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pudding as my grandmother used to do; — and 
then his emerging from Hell's horrors into light, 
and treading on pure flats of this earth — for- 
twenty-three books together ! 



SCENE AT A FUNERAL. 

SUPPOSE you have heard of the death of 
Amos Cottle. I paid a solemn visit of 
condolence to his brother, accompanied by 
George Dyer, of burlesque memory. I went, 
trembling to see poor Cottle so immediately upon 
the event. He was in black ; and his younger 
brother was also in black. Every thing wore an 
aspect suitable to the respect due to the freshly 
dead. For some time after our entrance nobody 
spake till George modestly put in a question, whether 
"Alfred" was likely to sell. This was Lethe to 
Cottle, and his poor face, wet with tears, and his 
kind eye brightened up in a moment. Now I felt 
it was my cue to speak. I had to thank him for a 
present of a magnificent copy, and had promised 
to send him my remarks, — the least thing I could 
do; so I ventured to suggest, that I perceived a 
considerable improvement he had made in his first 
book since the state in which he first read it to me. 
Joseph, who till now had sat with his knees 
cowering in by the fireplace, wheeled about, and 
with great difficulty of body shifted the same round 
to the corner of a table where I was sitting, and 
first stationing one thigh over the other, which is 
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his sedentary mood, and placidly fixing his bene- 
volent face right against mine, waited my observa- 
tions. At that nioment it came strongly into my 
mind that I had got Uncle Toby before me, he 
looked so kind and so good. I could not say an 
unkind thing of " Alfred.*' So I set my memory to 
work to recollect what was the name of Alfred's 
queen, and with some adroitness recalled the well- 
known sound to Cottle*s ears of Alswitha. At that 
moment I could perceive that Cottle had forgot his 
brother was so lately become a blessed spirit. In 
the language of mathematicians the author was as 
9, the brother as i. I felt my cue, and strong 
pity working at the root, I went to work and be- 
slabber*d " Alfred " with most unqualified praise, or 
only qualifying my praise by the occasional politic 
interposition of an exception taken against trivial 
faults, slips, and human imperfections, which, by 
removing the appearance of insincerity, did but in 
truth heighten the relish. Perhaps I might have 
spared that refinement, for Joseph was in a humour 
to hope and believe all things. What I said was 
beautifully supported, corroborated, and confirmed 
by the stupidity of his brother on my left hand, and 
by George on my right, who has an utter incapacity 
of comprehending that there can be any thing bad 
in poetry. All poems are good poems to George ; 
All men are fine geniuses. So what with my actual 
memory, of which I made the most, and Cottle's 
own helping me out, for I really had forgotten a 
good deal of " Alfred," I made shift to discuss the 
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most essential parts entirely to the satisfaction of 
its author, who repeatedly declared that he loved 
nothing better than cmtdid criticism. Was I a 
candid greyhound now for all this? or did I do 
right? I believe I did. The effect was luscious 
to my conscience. For all the rest of the evening 
Amos was no more heard of, till George revived 
the subject by inquiring whether some account 
should not be drawn up by the friends of the 
deceased to be inserted in Phillips's Monthly 
Obituary ; adding that Amos was estimable both 
for his head and heart, and would have made a fine 
poet if he had lived. To the expediency of this 
measure Cottle fully assented, but could not help 
adding that he always thought that the qualities 
of his brother's heart exceeded those of his head. 
I believe his brother, when living, had formed pre- 
cisely the same idea of him ; and I apprehend the 
world will assent to both judgments. I rather 
guess that the Brothers were poetical rivals. I 
judged so when I saw them together. Poor Cottle ! 
I must leave him, after his short dream^ to muse 
again upon his poor brother, for whom I am sure in 
secret he will yet shed many a tear. 

AN EPITAPH-MAKER. 

ITTON-UPON-THAMES has been blessed 
by the residence of a poet, who for love or 
money — I do not well know which — has 
dignified every grave-stone, for the last few years. 
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with brand-new verses, all different and all ingenious, 
with the author's name at the bottom of each. 
This sweet Swan of Thames has so artfully diver- 
sified his strains and his rhymes that the same 
thought never occurs twice ; more justly, perhaps, 
as no thought ever occurs at all, there was a 
physical impossibility that the same thought should 
recur. It is long since I saw and read these in- 
scriptions, but I remember the impression was of a 
smug usher at his desk in the intervals of instruc- 
tion, levelling his pen. Of death, as it consists of 
dust and worms, and mourners and uncertainty, he 
had never thought ; but the word " death " he had 
often seen separate and conjunct with other words, 
till he had learned to speak of all its attributes as 
glibly as Unitarian Belsham will discuss you the 
attributes of the word " God '* in a pulpit ; and 
will talk of infinity with a tongue that dangles 
from a skull that never reached in thought and 
thorough imagination two inches, or further than 
from his hand to his mouth, or from the vestry to 
the sounding-board of the pulpit. 

But the epitaphs were trim, and sprag, and 
patent, and pleased the survivors of Thames- 
Ditton above the old mumpsimus of " Affliction 
Sore." ... To do justice, though, it must be 
owned that even the excellent feeling which dic- 
tated this dirge when new must have suffered some- 
thing in passing through so many thousand appli- 
cations, many of them no doubt quite misplaced, 
as I have seen in Islington churchyard (I think) an 
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Epitaph to an infant who died ^^ ^tatis four 
months," with this seasonable inscription appended, 
** Honour thy father and thy mother ; that thy days 
may be long in the land," etc. 




AN ANTICIPATION. 

WORD or two of my progress : Embark at 
six o'clock in the morning, with a fresh 
gale, on a Cambridge one-decker ; very 
cold till eight at night ; land at St. Mary's light- 
house, muffins and coffee upon table (or any other 
curious production of Turkey, or both Indies), 
snipes exactly at nine, punch to commence at ten, 
with argument ; difference of opinion is expected 
to take place about eleven ; perfect unanimity, 
with some haziness and dimness, before twelve. — 
N.B. My single affection is not so singly wedded 
to snipes ; but the curious and epicurean eye would 
also take a pleasure in beholding a delicate and 
well-chosen assortment of teals, ortolans, the 
unctuous and plate-soothing flesh of geese, wild 
and tame, nightingales' brains, the sensorium of a 
young sucking pig, or any other Christmas dish, 
which I leave to the judgment of you and the cook 
of Gonville. 
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OF PRESENTS OF GAME, ETC. 

HERE is something inexpressibly pleasant 
to me in these /r^j'^;^/j', be it fruit, or fowl, or 
brawn, or what 7iot, Books are a legitimate 
cause of acceptance. If presents be not the soul 
of friendship, undoubtedly they are the most 
spiritual part of the body of that intercourse. 
There is too much narrowness of thinking in this 
point. The puctilio of acceptance, methinks, is 
too confined and strait-laced. I could be content 
to receive money, or clothes, or a joint of meat 
from a friend. Why should he not send me a 
dinner as well as a dessert ? I would taste him in 
the beasts of the field, and through all creation, 

OF A HARE. 

OUR fine hare and fine birds (which are just 
now dangling by our kitchen blaze) dis- 
course most eloquent music in your justifi- 
cation. You just nicked my palate. For with all 
due decorum and leave may it be spoken, my 
worship hath taken physic to-day, and being low 
and puling, requireth to be pampered. Foh ! how 
beautiful and strong those buttered onions come to 
my hose ! For you know we extract a divine 
spirit of gravy from those materials, which, duly 
compounded with a consistence of bread and cream 
(y'clept bread-sauce), each to each giving double 
grace, do mutually illustrate and set off (as skilful 
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gold foils to rare jewels) your partridge, pheasant, 
woodcock, snipe, teal, widgeon, and the other lesser 
daughters of the ark. My friendship, struggling 
with my carnal and fleshly prudence (which sug- 
gests that a bird a man is the proper allotment in 
such cases), yearneth sometimes to have thee here 
to pick a wing or so. I question if your Norfolk 
sauces match our London cuHnaric. 



PRESENT OF BRAWN. 

IS of all my hobbies the supreme in the 
eating way. He might have sent sops 
from the pan, skimmings, crumpets, chips, 
hog*s lard, the tender brown judiciously scalped 
from a fillet of veal (dexterously replaced by a 
salamander), the tops of asparagus, fugitive livers, 
runaway gizzards of fowls, the eyes of martyred 
pigs, tender effusions of laxative woodcocks, the 
red spawn of lobsters, leverets* ears, and such 
pretty filchings common to cooks ; but these had 
been ordinary presents, the every-day courtesies of 
dish-washers to their sweethearts. Brawn was a 
noble thought. It is not every common gullet- 
fancier that can properly esteem it. It is like a 
picture of one of the choice old Italian masters. 
Its gusto is of that hidden sort. As Wordsworth 
sings of a modest poet, — '* you must love him, ere 
to you he will seem worthy of your love ; " so 
brawn, you must taste it ere to you it will seem to 
have any taste at all. But 'tis nuts to the adept : 
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those that will send out their tongue and feelers to 
find it out. It will be wooed, and not unsought be 
won. Now, ham-essence, lobsters, turtle, such 
popular minions, absolutely court yoUy lay them- 
selves out to strike you at first smack, like one of 
David's pictures (they call him Darveed) compared 
with the plain russet-coated wealth of a Titian or a 
Coreggio. 

PRESENT OF PIG. 

|T gives me great satisfaction to hear that the 
pig turned out so well : they are interesting 
creatures* at a certain age. What a pity 
such buds should blow out into the maturity of 
rank bacon ! You had all some of the crackling 
and brain sauce. Did you remember to rub it with 
butter, and gently dredge it a little, just before the 
crisis ? Did the eyes come away kindly with no 
CEdipean avulsion ? Was the crackling the colour 
of the ripe pomegranate ? Had you no comple- 
ment of boiled neck of mutton before it, to blunt 
the edge of delicate desire ? Did you flesh maiden 
teeth in it 1 Not that / sent the pig, or can form 
the remotest guess what part Owen could play in 
the business. I never knew him give any thing 
away in my life. He would not begin with 
strangers. I suspect the pig, after all, was meant 
for me ; but at the unlucky juncture of time being 
absent, the present somehow went round to High- 
gate. To confess an honest truth, a pig is on^ of 
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those things which I could never think of sending 
away. Teal, widgeon, snipes, barn-door fowls, 
ducks, geese — ^your tame villatic things — Welsh 
mutton, collars of brawn, sturgeon, fresh or pickled, 
your potted char, Swiss cheeses, French pies, early 
grapes, muscadines, I impart as freely unto my 
friends as tp myself. They are but self-extended ; 
but pardon me if I stop somewhere. Where the 
fine feeling of benevolence giveth a higher smack 
than the sensual rarity, there my friends (or any 
good man) may command me : but pigs are pigs, 
and I myself therein am nearest to myself. Nay, 
I should think it an affront, an undervaluing done 
to Nature who bestowed such a boon upon me, if 
in a churlish mood I parted with the precious gift. 
One of the bitterest pangs of remorse I ever felt 
was when a child — when my kind old aunt had 
strained her pocket-strings to bestow a sixpenny 
whole plum-cake upon me. In my way home 
through the Borough I met a venerable old man, 
not a mendicant, but thereabouts : a look-beggar, 
not a verbal petitionist ; and in the coxcombry of 
taught charity I gave away the cake to him. I 
walked on a little in all the pride of an Evangelical 
peacock, when of a sudden my old aunt's kindness 
crossed me ; the sum it was to her; the pleasure 
she had a right to expect that I — not the old im- 
postor — should take in eating her cake ; the ingrati- 
tude by which, under the colour of a Christian 
virtue, I had frustrated her cherished purpose. I 
sol^bed, wept, and took it to heart so grievously, 
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that I think I never suffered the like ; and I was 
right. It was a piece of unfeeling hypocrisy, and 
it proved a lesson to me ever after. The cake has 
long been masticated, consigned to the dunghill 
with the ashes of that unseasonable pauper. 



THE SAME. 




E receive so much pig from your kindness, 
that I really have not phrase enough to vary 
successive acknowledgments. I think I shall 
get a printed form to serve on all occasions. To 
say it was young, crisp, short, luscious, dainty-toed, 
is but to say, what all its predecessors have been. 
It was eaten on Tuesday and Monday, and doubts 
only exist as to which temperature it eat best at "i — 
hot or cold, I incline to the latter. The petty-feet 
made a pretty surprising pre-gustation for supper 
on Saturday night, just as I was loathingly in 
expectation of brencheese. I spell as I speak. 

PRESENT OF A GOOSE. 

HANK you for a noble goose, which wanted 
only the massive incrustation that we used 
to pick-axe open, about this season, in old 
Gloucester Place. When shall we eat another 
goose pie together ? The pheasant, too, must not 
be forgotten ; twice as big, and half as good as a 
partridge. 



G 






82 Little Essays. 



SUGGESTED DISH. 

F another Sunday suit you better, pray let 

me know. We were talking of Roast 

Shoulder of Mutton with onion sauce ; but 

I scorn to prescribe to the hospitalities of mine 

host. 

PRESENT OF A WATCH. 

OR God's sake give Emma no more watches ; 
one has turned her head. She is arrogant 
and insulting. She said something very 
unpleasant to our old clock in the passage, as if he 
did not keep time, and yet he had made her no 
appointment. She takes it out every instant to 
look at the moment-hand. She lugs us out into 
the fields, because there the bird-boys ask you, 
" Pray, sir, can you tell us what's o'clock ? " and 
she answers them punctually. She loses all her 
time looking to see " what the time is." I over- 
heard her whispering, " Just so many hours, minutes, 
etc., to Tuesday ; I think St. George's goes too 
slo*v." This little present of Time ! — ^why, — 'tis 
Eternity to her ! 

What can make her so fond of a gingerbread 
watch } 

She has spoiled some of the movements. 
Between ourselves, she has kissed away " half-past 
twelve," which I suppose to be the canonical hour 
in Hanover Square. 
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Well, if " love me love my watch " answers, she 
will keep time to you. 

It goes by the Horse Guards, 



OF GEORGE DYER, 

O- G. D. a poem is a poem. His own as good 
as any body's, and (God bless him !) any 
body's as good as his own ; for I do not 
think he has the most distant guess of the possi- 
bility of one poem being better than another. The 
gods, by denying him the very faculty itself of dis- 
crimination, having effectually cut off every seed of 
envy in his bosom. But with envy, they excited 
curiosity also ; and if you wish the copy again, 
which you destined for him, I think I shall be able 
to find it again for you, on his third shelf, where he 
stuffs his presentation copies, uncut, in shape and 
matter resembling a lump of dry dust ; but on care- 
fully removing that stratum, a thing like a pamphlet 
will emerge. I have tried this with fifty differ- 
ent poetical works that have been g^ven G. D. in 
return for as many of his own performances ; and 
I confess I never had any scruple in taking my own 
again, wherever I found it, shaking the adherences 
off; and by this means one copy of " my works " 
served for G. D., and, with a little dusting, was 

made over to my good friend Dr. G , who little 

thought whose leavings he was taking when he 
made that graceful bow. 
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DYER'S POEMS. 

AM on the subject of poetry. I must an- 
nounce to you, who doubtless in your 
remote part of the island have not heard 
tidings of so great a blessing, that George Dyer 
hath prepared two ponderous volumes full of poetry 
and criticism. They impend over the town, and 
are threatened to fall in the Winter. The first 
volume contains every sort of poetry, except per- 
sonal satire, which George, in his truly original 
prospectus, renounceth for ever, whimsically foist- 
ing the intention in between the price of his book 
and the proposed number of subscribers. (If I can, 
I will get you a copy of his handbill) He has 
tried his vein in every species besides — the Spen- 
serian, Thomsonian, Masonic, and Akensidish more 
especially. The second volume is all criticism ; 
wherein he demonstrates to the entire satisfaction 
of the literary world, in a way that must silence all 
reply for ever, that the Pastoral was introduced by 
Theocritus, and polished by Virgil and Pope ; that 
Gray and Mason (who always hunt in couples in 
George's brain) have a good deal of poetical fire 
and true l3Tic genius ; that Cowley was ruined by 
excess of wit (a warning to all moderns) ; that 
Charles Lloyd, Charles Lamb, and William Words- 
worth, in later days, have struck the true chords of 
poesy. O George, George ! with a head uniformly 
wrong, and a heart uniformly right, that I had 
power and might equal to my wishes : then I would 
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call the gentry of thy native island, and they 
should come in troops, flocking at the sound of thy 
prospectus trumpet, and crowding who shall be 
first to stand in thy list of subscribers ! 



GEORGE DYER'S FRIEND. 

EORGE DYER has introduced me to the 
table of an agreeable old gentleman, Dr. 
Anderson, who gives hot legs of mutton 
and grape pies at his sylvan lodge at Isleworth ; 
where, in the middle of a street, he has shot up a 
wall most preposterously before his small dwelling, 
which, with the circumstance of his taking several 
panes of glass out of bed-room windows (for air), 
causeth his neighbours to speculate strangely on 
the state of the good man's pericranicks. Plainly, 
he lives under the reputation of being deranged. 
George does not mind this circumstance ; he rather 
likes him the better for it The Doctor, in his pur- 
suits, joins agricultural to poetical science, and has 
set George's brains mad about the old Scotch writers, 
Barbour, Douglas's "^Eneid," Blind Harry, etc. 
We returned home in a return postchaise (having 
dined with the Doctor), and George kept wonder- 
ing and wondering, for eight or nine turnpike miles, 
what was the name, and striving to recollect the 
name, of a poet anterior to Barbour. I begged to 
know what was remaining of his works. " There 
is nothing extant of his works, sir ; but by all 
accounts he seemed to have been a fine genius 1 " 
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This fine genius, without any thing to show for it, 
or any title beyond George's courtesy, without even 
a name ; and Barbour, and Douglas, and Blind 
Harry, now are the predominant sounds in George's 
pia mater^ and their buzzings exclude politics, criti- 
cism, and algebra — the late lords of that illustrious 
lumber-room. Mark, he has never read any of 
these books, but is impatient till he reads them all 
at the Doctor's suggestion. Poor Dyer ! his friends 
should be careful what sparks they let fall into 
such inflammable matter. 

Could I have my will of the heathen, I would 
lock him up for all access of new ideas ; I would 
exclude all critics that would not swear me first 
(upon their Virgil) that they would feed him with 
nothing but the old, safe, familiar notions and 
sounds (the rightful aborigines of his brain) — 
Gray, Akenside, and Mason. In these sounds, 
reiterated as often as possible, there could be 
nothing painful, nothing distracting. 

A PLEASANT HAND. 

HAVE made an acquisition latterly of a 
pleasant handy one Rickman, to whom I 
was introduced by George Dyer, not the 
most flattering auspices under which one man can 
be introduced to another. George brings all sorts 
of people together, setting up a sort of agrarian 
law, or common property, in matter of society ; 
but for once he has done me a great pleasure. 
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while he was only pursuing a principle, as ignis 
fatui may light you home. This Rickman lives 
in our Buildings, immediately opposite our house ; 
the finest fellow to drop in a' nights, about nine 
or ten o'clock — cold bread-and-cheese time — ^just in 
the ivishing time of the night, when you wish for 
somebody to come in, without a distinct idea of a 
probable any body. Just in the nick, neither too 
early to be tedious, nor too late to sit a reasonable 
time. He is a most pleasant hand ; a fine rattling 
fellow, has gone through life laughing at solemn 
apes ; — himself hugely literate, oppressively full of 
information in all stuff of conversation, from matter 
of fact to Xenophon and Plato — can talk Greek 
with Porson, politics with Thelwall, conjecture with 
George Dyer, nonsense with me and any thing 
with any body ; a great farmer, somewhat con- 
cerned in an agricultural magazine ; reads no 
poetry but Shakspeare ; very intimate with Southey, 
but never reads his poetry ; relishes George 
Dyer ; thoroughly penetrates into the ridiculous 
wherever found ; understands the first time (a 
great desideratum in common minds) — you need 
never twice speak to him ; does not want explana- 
nations, translations, limitations, as Professor God- 
win does when you make an assertion ; up to any 
thing ; dozvn to everything ; whatever sapit hominem. 
A perfect man. All this farrago, which must per- 
plex you to read, and has put me to a little trouble 
to select^ only proves how impossible it is to describe 
2k pleasant hand. You must see Rickman to know 
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him, for he is a species in one ; a new class ; an 
exotic ; any slip of which I am proud to put in 
my garden-pot ; the clearest headed fellow ; fullest 
of matter, with least verbosity. 



PRINT, A TEST OF SENSE. 

AM almost afraid that " Kubla Khan " is an 
owl that wont bear daylight. I fear lest it 
should be discovered by the lantern of typo- 
graphy and clear reducting to letters no better than 
nonsense or no sense. When I was young I used 
to chant with ecstasy " MiLD ARCADIANS EVER 
BLOOMING," till somebody told me it was meant to 
be nonsense. Even yet I have a lingering attach- 
ment to it, and I think it better than " Windsor 
Forest," " Dying Christian's Address," etc 

WRITING UNDER DEPRESSION. 

HAT nonsense seems verse, when one Is 
seriously out of hope and spirits ! I 
mean that at this time I have some non* 
sense to write, under pain of incivility. Would to 
to the fifth heaven no coxcombess had invented 
Albums ! The best thing is never to hear of such 
a thing as a bookseller again, or to think there are 
publishers. Second-hand stationers and old book- 
stalls for me. Authorship should be an idea of the 
past. Old kings, old bishops, are venerable ; all 
present is hollow, I cannot make a letter, I have 
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no straw, not a pennyworth of chaff, only this may 
stop your kind importunity to know about us. 
Here is a comfortable house, but no tenants. 
One does not make a household. Do not think 
I am quite in despair; but, in addition to hope 
protracted, I have a stupefying cold and obstruct- 
ing headache, and the sun is dead. 



PROTEST AGAINST TESTIMONIALS. 

RETURN your list with my name. I should 
be sorry that any respect should be going 
on towards Clarkson, and I be left out 
of the conspiracy. Otherwise I frankly own that 
to pillarize a man's good feelings in his lifetime 
is not to my taste. Monuments to goodness, 
even after death, are equivocal. I turn away 
from Howard's, I scarce know why. Goodness 
blows no trumpet, nor desires to have it blown. 
We should be modest for a modest man — as he is 
for himself. The vanities of life — art, poetry, skill 
military — are subjects for trophies, not the silent 
thoughts arising in a good man's mind in lonely 
places. Was I Clarkson I should never be able to 
walk or ride near the spot again. Instead of bread 
we are giving him stone. Instead of the locality 
recalling the noblest moment of his existence, it 
is a place at which his friends (that is, himself) 
blow to the world, " What a good man is he ! " 
I sat down upon a hillock at Forty Hill yester- 
night — 2i, fine contemplative evening — with, a 
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thousand good speculations about mankind. How 
I yearned with cheap benevolence ! I shall go and 
inquire of the stone-cutter, that cuts the tomb- 
stones here, what a stone with a short inscrip- 
tion will cost ; just to say, " Here C. Lamb loved 
his brethren of mankind." Every body will come 
there to love. 



WHIMSIES OF HANDWRITINGS, STYLE, ETC. 

[OES it follow that I should have exprest 
myself exactly in the same way of those 
dear old eyes of yours now^ now that 
Father Time has conspired with a hard task- 
master to put a last extinguisher upon them ? 
I should as soon have insulted the Answerer of 
Salmasius when he awoke up from his ended task 
and saw no more with mortal vision. But 'you are 
many films removed yet from Milton's calamity. 
You write perfectly intelligibly. Marry, the letters 
are not all of the same size or tallness ; but that 
only shows your proficiency in the handSy text, 
german-hand, court -hand, sometimes law -hand, 
and afiords variety. You pen better than you 
did a twelvemonth ago ; and if you continue to 
improve you bid fair to win the golden pen which 
is the prize at your young gentlemen's academy. 
But you must be aware of Valpy and his printing- 
house, that hazy cave of Trophonius, out of which 
it was a mercy that you escaped with a glimmer. 
Beware of MSS. and Variae Lectiones. Settle the 
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text for once in your mind, and stick to it You 
have some years' good sight in you yet, if you do 
not tamper with it. It is not for you (for us I 
should say) to go poring into Greek contractions, 
and star-gazing upon slim Hebrew points. We 

have yet the sight 

Of sun, and moon, and star, throughout the year. 
And man and woman. 

You have vision enough to discern Mrs. Dyer from 
the other comely gentlewoman who lives up at 
staircase No. 5 ; or, if you should make a blunder 
in the twilight, Mrs. Dyer has too much good sense 
to be jealous for a mere effect of imperfect optics. 
But don't try to write the Lord's Prayer, Creed, 
and Ten Commandments in the compass of a 
half-penny ; nor run after a midge, or a mote, 
to catch it ; and leave off hunting for needles 
in bundles of hay, for all these things strain 
the eyes. I wonder why you think I dislike 
gilt edges. They set off a letter marvellously. 
Yours, for instance, looks for all the world like 
a tablet of curious hieroglyphics in a gold frame. 
But don't go and lay this to your eyes. You 
always wrote hieroglyphically, yet not to come 
up to the mystical notations and conjuring 
characters of Dr. Parr. You never wrote what 
I call a schoolmaster's hand, like Mrs. Clarke ; 
nor a woman's hand, like Southey ; nor a missal 
hand, like Porson ; nor an all-of-the-wrong-side 
sloping hand, like Miss Hayes ; nor a dogmatic, 
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Mede-and-Persian, peremptory hand, like Rick- 
man ; but you ever wrote what I call a Grecian's 
hand. 



THE SAME. 

OU may know my letters by the paper and 
the folding. For the former, I live on 
scraps obtained in charity from an old 
friend, whose stationery is a permanent perqui- 
site; for folding, I shall do it neatly when I 
learn to tie my neck-cloths. I surprise most of 
my friends by writing to them on ruled paper, 
as if I had not got past pot-hooks and hangers. 
Sealing-wax, I have none on my establishment ; 
wafers of the coarsest bran supply its place. 
When my epistles come to be weighed with 
Pliny's, however superior to the Roman in deli- 
cate irony, judicious reflections, etc., his gilt post 
will bribe over the judges to him. All the time 
I was at the E. I. H. I never mended a pen ; I 
now cut 'em to the stumps, marring rather than 
mending the primitive goose-quill. I cannot bear 
to pay for articles I used to get for nothing. When 
Adam laid out his first penny upon nonpareils at 
some stall in Mesopotamos, I think it went hard 
with him, reflecting upon his old goodly orchard, 
where he had so many for nothing. When I write 
to a great man at the Court end, he opens with 
surprise upon a naked note, such as Whitechapel 
people interchange, with no sweet degrees of enve- 
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lope. I never enclosed one bit of paper in another, 
nor understood the rationale of it. Once only I 
sealed with borrowed wax, to set Walter Scott a 
wondering, signed with the imperial quartered arms 
pf England, which my friend Field gives in com- 
pliment to his descent, in the female line, from 
Oliver Cromwell. It must have set his antiquarian 
curiosity upon watering. 



THE SAME. 

OU*LL know who this letter comes from by 
opening slap-dash upon the text, as in the 
good old times. I never could come in to 
the custom of envelopes ; 'tis a modern foppery ; the 
Plinian correspondence gives no hint of such. In 
singleness of sheet and meaning, then, I thank you 
for your little book. 

THE SAME. 

LETTER written in the blood of your 
poor friend would indeed be of a nature 
to startle you ; but this is nought but 
harmless red ink, or, as the witty mercantile 
phrase hath it clerk's blood. Hang 'em! my 
brain, skin, flesh, bone, carcase, soul, time is all 
theirs. The Royal Exchange, Gresham's Folly, 
hath me body and spirit. . . . 

I began on another sheet of paper, and just as I 
had penned the second line of stanza two, an ugly 
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blot fell, to illustrate my counsel. I am sadly given 
to blot, and modern blotting-paper gives no redress ; 
it only smears and makes it worse. The only 
remedy is scratching out, which gives it a clerkish 
look. The most innocent blots are made with red 
ink, and are rather ornamental. Marry, they are 
not always to be distinguished from the effusions 
of a cut finger. Well, I hope and trust thy tick- 
doleru, or however you spell it, is vanished, for I 
have frightful impressions of that tick, and do alto- 
gether hate it, as an unpaid score, or the tick of a 
death-watch. I take it to be a species of Vitus's 
dance. (I omit the sanctity, writing to " one of the 
men called friends.") I knew a young lady who 
could dance no other ; she danced it through life, 
and very queer and fantastic were her steps. 

MARY LAMB'S HANDWRITING. 

HE plain truth is, she writes such a pimping, 
mean, detestable hand, that she is ashamed 
of the formation of her letters. There is 
an essential poverty and abjectness in the frame of 
them. They look like begging letters, and then 
she is sure to omit a most substantial word in the 
second draught (for she never ventures an epistle 
without a foul copy first), which is obliged to be 
interlined ; which spoils the neatest epistle, you 
know. Her figures, i, 2, 3, 4^ etc., where she has 
occasion to express numerals, as in the date (25th 
April, 1823), are not figures, but figurantes ; and 




Little Essays. 95 

the combined posse go staggering up and down 
shameless, as drunkards in the day-time. It is no 
better when she rules her paper. Her lines " are 
not less erring " than her words. A sort of un- 
natural parallel lines, that are perpetually threaten- 
ing to meet ; which, you know, is quite contrary to 
Euclid. Her very blots are not bold like this, but 
poor smears, half left in and half scratched out, 
with another smear left in their place. I like a clear 
letter; a bold free hand, and a fearless flourish. 
Then she has always to go through them (a second 
operation) to dot her is and cross her fs. I don't 
think she can make a corkscrew if she tried, which 
has such a fine effect at the end or middle of an 
epistle, and fills up. 

There is a corkscrew ! — one of the best I ever 
drew. By the way, what incomparable whiskey 
that was of Monkhouse's ! But if I am to write a 
letter let me begin, and not stand flourishing, like 
a fencer at a fair. 

A SCHOOL'HAND, 

OUR boy-of-genius hand and your mercan- 
tile hand are various. By your flourishes, 
I should think you never learned to make 
eagles or corkscrews, or flourish the governors' 
names in the writing-school ; and by the tenour 
and cut of your letters, I suspect you were never 
in it at all. By the length of this scrawl you will 
think I have a design upon your optics ; but I have 
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nose quickly (most sagacious always) pointed me 
to four tokens lying loose upon thy table, Professor, 
which indicated thy violent and satanical pride of 
heart. Imprimis^ there caught mine eye a list 
of six persons, thy friends, whom thou didst 
meditate inviting to a sumptuous dinner on the 
Thursday, anticipating the profits of thy Saturday's 
play to answer charges: I was in the honoured 
file ! Next (a stronger evidence of thy violent 
and almost satanical pride) lay a list of all the 
morning papers (from the Morning Chronicle 
downwards to the Porcupine)^ with the places ot 
their respective offices, where thou wast meditating 
to insert, and didst insert, an elaborate sketch of 
the story of thy play ; stones in thy enemy's hand 
to bruise thee with, and severely wast thou bruised, 

Professor ! nor do I know what oil to pour into 
thy wounds. Next (which convinced me to a dead 
conviction of thy pride, violent and almost satanical 
pride !) lay a list of books which thy untragedy- 
favoured pocket could never answer: "Dpdsley's 
Old Plays," " Malone's Shakspeare " (still harping 
upon thy play, thy philosophy abandoned mean- 
while to Christians and superstitious minds) ; nay, 

1 believe (if I can believe my memory) that the 
ambitious Encyclopaedia itself was part of thy 
meditated acquisitions ; but many a playbook was 
there. All these visions are damned: and thou. 
Professor, must read Shakspeare in future out 
of a common edition ; and, hark ye ! pray read 
him to a little better purpose. All these things 
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came over my mind ; all the gratulations that 
would have thickened upon him, and even some 
have glanced aside upon his humble friend ; the 
vanity, and the fame, and the profits (the Pro- 
fessor is ;£^Soo ideal money out of pocket by 
this failure, besides £200 he would have got for 
the copyright, and the Professor is never much 
beforehand with the world ; what he gets is all by 
the sweat of his brow and dint of brain, for the 
Professor, though a sure man, is also a slow) ; and 
now to muse upon thy altered physiognomy, thy 
pale and squalid appearance (a kind of blue 
sickness about the eyelids), and thy crest fallen. 
The Professor has won my heart by this his 
mournful catastrophe. You remember Marshall, 
who dined with him at my house ; I met him in 
the lobby immediately after the damnation of the 
Professor's play, and he looked to me like an 
angel ; his face was lengthened, and all over per- 
spiration. I never saw such a care-fraught visage ; 
I could have hugged him, I loved him so intensely. 
" From every pore of him a perfume fell." I have 
seen that man in many situations, and, from my 
soul, I think that a more god-like, honest soul 
exists not in this world. The Professor's poor 
nerves trembling with the recent shock, he hurried 
him away to my house to supper, and there we 
comforted him as well as we could. He came to 
consult me about a change of catastrophe ; but, 
alas! the piece was condemned long before that 
crisis. I at first humoured him with a specious 
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proposition, but have since joined his true friends 
in advising him to give it up. He did it with a 
pang, and is to print it as his. 



AID FOR THE DRAMATIST. 

WANT some Howard Paine to sketch a 
skeleton of artfully succeeding scenes 
through a whole play, as the courses are 
arranged in a cookery book : I to find wit, passion, 
sentiment, character, and the like trifles : to lay in 
the dead colours, — I'd Titianesque 'em up : to 
mark the channel in a cheek (smooth or furrowed, 
yours or mine), and where tears should course I'd 
draw the waters down : to say where a joke should 
come in or a pun be left out : to bring my persona 
on and off like a Beau Nash ; and I'd Frankenstein 
them there : to bring three together on the stage 
at once ; they are so shy with me, that I can get 
no more than two ; and there they stand till it is 
the time, without being the season, to withdraw 
them. 

OF TRUTH. 

HE more my character comes to be known, 
the less my veracity will come to be sus- 
pected. Time every day clears up some 
suspected narrative of Herodotus, Bruce, and others 
of us great travellers. Why, that Joseph Paice 
was as real a person as Joseph Hume, and a great 





Little Essays. loi 

deal pleasanter. A careful observer of life, Bernard, 
has no need to invent Nature romances it for 
him. 



OF SINCERITY. 

jEST you merry in your opinion! Opinion 
IS a species of property ; and though I am 
always desirous to share with my friend' to 
a certain extent, I shall ever like to keep some 
tenets and some property, properly my own. 
Some day, when we meet, substituting Corydon 
and fair Amaryllis, for Charles Lloyd and Mary 
Hayes, we will discuss together this question of 
moral feeling, " In what cases, and how far, sincerity 
is a virtue ? '* I do not mean Truth, a good 
Olivia-like creature, God bless her, who, meaning 
no offence, is always ready to give an answer when 
she IS asked why she did so and so ; but a certain 
forward-talking half-brother of hers. Sincerity, that 
amphibious gentleman, who is so ready to perk 
up his obnoxious sentiments unasked into your 
notice, as Midas would his ears into your face, 
uncalled for. But I despair of doing any thing by 
a letter in the way of explaining or coming to 
explanations. A good wish, or a pun, or a piece 
of secret history, may be well enough that way 
conveyed ; nay, it has been known, that intelligence 
of a turkey hath been conveyed by that medium, 
without much ambiguity. 
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TIME. 

|F time, health, and riches, the first in order 
is not last in excellence. Riches are chiefly 
good because they give us Time. What 
a weight of wearisome prison hours have. I to look 
back and forward to, as quite cut out of life ! and 
the sting of the thing is, that for six hours every 
day I have no business which I could not contract 
into two. 

OF INSANITY. 



m 



N one word, be less uneasy about me ; I bear 
my privations very well ; I am not in the 
depths of desolation, as heretofore. Your 
admonitions are not lost upon me. Your kindness 
has sunk into my heart. Have faith in me ! It 
is no new thing for me to be left to my sister. 
When she is not violent, her rambling chat is better 
to me than the sense and sanity of this world. 
Her heart is obscured, not buried ; it breaks out 
occasionally ; and one can discern a strong mind 
struggling with the billows that have gone over it. 
I could be nowhere happier than under the same 
roof with her. Her memory is unnaturally strong ; 
and from ages past, if we may so call the earliest 
records of our poor life, she fetches thousands of 
names and things that never would have dawned 
upon me again, and thousands from the ten years 
she lived before me. What took place from early 



Little Essays. 103 

girlhood to her coming of age, principally lives 
again (every important thing, and every trifle) in 
her brain, with the vividness of real presence. For 
twelve hours incessantly she will pour out without 
intermission all her past life, forgetting nothing, 
pouring out name after name to the Waldens, as 
a dream ; sense and nonsense ; truths and errors 
huddled together ; a medley between inspiration 
and possession. What things we are! I know 
you will bear with me, talking of these things. It 
seems to ease me, for I have nobody to tell these 
things to now. 

SCENE IN HYDE PARK. 

|Y the wise provision of the Regent, all that 
was country-fy'd in the Parks is all but 
obliterated. The very colour of green is 
vanished ; the whole surface of Hyde Park is dry- 
crumpling sand {Arabia Arenosa\ not a vestige or 
hint of grass ever having grown there. Booths 
and drinking-places go all round it for a mile and 
half, I am confident — I might say two miles in 
circuit. The stench of liquors, bad tobacco, dirty 
people and provisions, conquers the air, and we are 
stifled and suffocated in Hyde Park. Order after 
order has been issued by Lord Sidmouth in the 
name of the Regent (acting in behalf of his Royal 
father) for the dispersion of the varlets, but in vain. 
The vis unita of all the publicans in London, 
Westminster, Marylebone, and miles round, is too 
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powerful a force to put down. The Regent has 
raised a phantom which he cannot lay. There 
they'll stay probably for ever. The whole beauty 
of the place is gone — ^that lake-look of the Serpen- 
tine — it has got foolish ships upon it ; but some- 
thing whispers to have confidence in Nature and 
its revival. Meantime I confess to have smoked 
one delicious pipe in one of the cleanliest and 
goodliest of the booths ; a tent rather — 

" Oh, call it not a booth ! " 

erected by the public spirit of Watson, who keeps 
the Adam and Eve at Pancras (the ale-houses have 
all emigrated, with their train of bottles, mugs, 
corkscrews, waiters, into Hyde Park — whole ale- 
houses, with all their ale) ! in company with some 
of the Guards that had been in France, and a fine 
French girl, habited like a princess of banditti, 
which one .of the dogs had transported from the 
Garonne to the Serpentine. The unusual scene 
in Hyde Park, by candle-light, in open air, — ^good 
tobacco, bottled stout — made it look like an 
interval in a campaign, a repose after battle. I 
almost fancied scars smarting, and was ready to 
club a story with my comrades of some of my 
lying deeds. After all, the fireworks were splendid ; 
the rockets in clusters, in trees and all shapes, 
spreading about like young stars in the making, 
floundering about in space (like unbroke horses), 
till some of Newton's calculations should fix them ; 
but then they went out. Any one who could see 
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'em, and the still finer showers of gloomy rain-fire 
that fell sulkily and angrily from *em, and could go 
to bed without dreaming of the last day, must be 
as hardened an atheist as . 



WARNING TO A QUAKER FRIEND. 

ND iiow, my dear sir, trifling apart, the gloomy 
catastrophe of yesterday morning prompts 
a sadder vein. The fate of the unfortunate 
Fauntleroy makes me, whether I will or no, to cast 
reflecting eyes around on such of my friends as, by 
a parity of situations, are exposed to a similarity 
of temptation. My very style seems to myself to 
become more impressive than usual, with the change 
of theme. Who that standeth, knoweth but he 
may yet fall.? Your hands as yet, I am most 
willing to believe, have never deviated into other*s 
property. You think it impossible that you could 
ever commit so heinous an offence ; but so thought 
Fauntleroy once ; so have thought many besides 
him, who at last have expiated as he hath done. 
You are as yet upright ; but you are a banker, at 
least the next thing to it. I feel the delicacy of 
the subject ; but cash must pass through your 
hands, sometimes to a great amount. If in an un- 
guarded hour but I will hope better. Con- 
sider the scandal it will bring upon those of your 
persuasion. Thousands would go to see a Quaker 
h.anged, that would be indifferent to the fate of a 
Presbyterian or an Anabaptist. Think of the effect 
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it would have on the sale of your poems alone, not 
to mention higher considerations ! I tremble, I am 
sure, at myself, when I think that so many poor 
victims of the law, at one time of their life, made 
as sure of never being hanged, as I in my pre- 
sumption am too ready to do myself. What are 
we better than they ? Do we come into the world 
with different necks ? Is there any distinctive 
mark under our left ears ? Are we unstrangleable, 
I ask you ? Think of these things. I am shocked 
sometimes at the shape of my own fingers, not 
for their resemblance to the ape tribe (which is 
something), but for the exquisite adaptation of 
them to the purposes of picking, fingering, etc. 
No one that is so framed, I maintain it, but 
should tremble. 



AN OLD MANSION. 

OU have well described your old-fashioned, 
grand, paternal hall. Is it not odd that 
every one's earliest recollections are of some 
such place ! I had my Blakesware (Blakesmoor in 
the London). Nothing fills a child's mind like a 
large old mansion ; better if un— or partially — > 
occupied ; peopled with the spirits of deceased 
members of the county and justices of the quorum. 
Would I were buried in the peopled solitudes of 
one, with my feelings at seven years old ! Those 
marble busts of the emperors, they seemed as if they 
were to stand for ever, as they had stood from the 
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living days of Rome, in that old marble hall, and I 
to partake of their permanency. Eternity was, 
while I thought not of Time. But he thought of 
me, and they are toppled down, and corn covers 
the spot of the noble old dwelling and its princely 
gardens. I feel like a grasshopper that, chirping 
about the grounds, escaped his scythe only by my 
littleness. Even now he is whetting one of his 
smallest razors to clean wipe me out, perhaps. 
Well I 



OF A DOG. 

XCUSE my anxiety, but how is Dash } I 
kept her rules. Goes he muzzled, or aperto 
ore ? Are his intellects sound, or does he 
wander a little in his conversation ? You cannot 
be too careful to watch the first symptoms of in- 
coherence. The first illogical snarl he makes, to 
St. Luke's with him ! All the dogs here are going 
mad, if you believe the overseers ; but I protest 
they seem to me very rational and collected. But 
nothing is so deceitful as mad people, to those who 
are not used to them. Try him with hot water ; 
if he won't lick it up it is a sign he does not like it. 
Does his tail wag horizontally, or perpendicularly ? 
That has decided the fate of many dogs in Enfield. 
Is his general deportment cheerful 1 I mean when 
he is pleased — for otherwise there is no judging. 
You can't be too careful. Has he bit any of the 
children yet ? If he has, have them shot, and keep 
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him for curiosity, to see if it was the hydrophobia. 
They say all our army in India had it at one time ; 
but that was in Hyder-isXiy'^ time. Do you get 
paunch for him ? Take care the sheep was sane. 
You might pull out his teeth (if he would let you), 
and then you need not mind if he were as mad as 
a Bedlamite. It would be rather fun to see his 

odd ways. It might amuse Mrs. P and the 

children. They'd have more sense than he. He'd 
be like a fool kept in a family, to keep the house- 
hold in good humour with their own under- 
standing. You might teach him the mad dance, 
set to the mad howL Madge Owlet would be 
nothing to him. 



EXCUSE FOR SAYING TOO LITTLE. 

E felt as if we had been not enough expressive 
of our pleasure. But our manners both are 
a little too much on this side of too-much- 
cordiality. We want presence of mind and presence 
of heart. What we feel comes too late, like an after- 
thought impromptu. But perhaps you observed 
nothing of that which we have been painfully con- 
scious of, and are every day in our intercourse with 
those we stand affected to through all the degrees 
of love. 
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A LADY LEARNING LATIN. 

|CTIVES and passives jostle in her nonsense, 
till a deponent enters, like Chaos, more to 
embroil the fray. Her prepositions are 
suppositions ; her conjunctions copulative have no 
connection in them ; her concords disagree ; her 
interjections are purely English "Ah ! " and *' Oh ! " 
with a yawn and a gape in the same tongue ; and 
she herself is a lazy, block-headly supine. As I 
say to her, ass inprcesenti rarely makes a wise man 
in futuro. 

A DRUNKEN CLERK. 

HE E. I. H. has been thrown into a quandary 
by the strange phenomenon of poor Tommy _ 
Bye, whom I have known man and mad- 
man twenty-seven years, he being elder here than 
myself by nine years and more. He was always a 
pleasant, gossiping, half-headed, muzzy, dozing, 
dreaming, walk-about, inoffensive chap ; a little too 
fond of. the creature — (who isn't at times }) ; but 
Tommy had not brains to work off an over-night's 
surfeit by ten o'clock next morning ; and unfor- 
tunately, in he wandered the other morning drunk 
with last night, and with a supcrfoetation of drink 
taken in since he set out from bed. He came 
staggering under his double burthen, like trees in 
Java, bearing at once blossom, fruit, and falling 
fruit, as I have heard you or some other traveller 
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tell, with his face literally as blue as the bluest 
firmament ; some wretched calico, that he had 
mopped his poor oozy front with, had rendered up 
its native dye ; and the devil a bit would he con- 
sent to wash it, but swore it was characteristic, for 
he was going to the sale of indigo, and set up a 
laugh which I did not think the lungs of mortal 
man were competent to. It was like a thousand 
people laughing, or the Goblin Page. He imagined 
afterwards that the whole office had been laughing 
at him, so strange did his own sounds strike upon 
his ;?^«sensorium ! But Tommy has laughed his 
last laugh, and awoke the next day to find himself 
reduced from an abused income of ;£'6ooper annum 
to one-sixth of the sum, ' after thirty-six years' 
tolerably good service. The quality of mercy was 
not strained in his behalf: the gentle dews dropt 
not on him from heaven. 



THE DESK. 

EXT Monday is Whit-Monday. What a re- 
flection! Twelve years ago, and I should 
have kept that and the following holidays 
in the fields a Maying. All of those pretty pastoral 
delights are over. This dead, everlasting dead 
desk — how it weighs the spirit of a gentleman 
down I This dead wood of the desk, instead of 
your living trees 1 
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AN OFFICE BORE. 

UT there is a man in my office, a Mr. 
Hedges, who proses it away from morning 
to night, and never gets beyond corporal and 
material verities. He'd get these crack-brain meta- 
physics out of the young gentleman's head as soon 
as any one I know. When I can't sleep o' nights, I 
imagine a dialogue with Mr. Hedges, upon any 
given subject, and go prosing on in fancy with him, 
till I either laugh or fall asleep. I have literally 
found it answer. I am going to stand godfather ; 
I don't like the business ; I cannot muster up 
decorum for these occasions ; I shall certainly 
disgrace the font. I was at HazHtt's marriage, 
and had like to have been turned out several times 
during the ceremony. Any thing awful makes me 
laugh. I misbehaved once at a funeral. Yet I 
can read about these ceremonies with pious and 
proper feelings. The realities of life only seem 
the mockeries, 

PRICE OF AMUSING OTHERS. 

HOLD the personal presence of such potent 
spirits at a rate as high as any ; but I pay 
dearer. What amuses others robs me of 
myself: my mind is positively discharged into 
their greater currents, but flows with a willing 
violence. 
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ON A CHILD BEING NAMED AFTER HIM. 

AM proud of my namesake. I shall take 
care never to do any dirty action, pick 
pockets, or anyhow get myself hanged, for 
fear of reflecting ignominyupon your young Chrisom. 
I have now a motive to be good. I shall not omnis 
moriar ; — ^my name borne down the black gulf of 
oblivion. I shall survive in eleven letters, five more 
than Caesar, Possibly I shall come to be knighted, 
or more ! Sir C. L. Talfourd, Bart. ! Yet hath it 
an authorish twang with it, which will wear out my 
name for poetry. 

REPUTATION OF BEING A GOOD MAN. 

|ET I am accounted by some people a good 
man 1 How cheap that character is ac- 
quired ! Pay your debts, don't borrow 
money, nor twist your kitten's neck off, nor disturb 
a congregation, etc., your business is done. I know 
things (thoughts or things, thoughts are things) of 
myself, which would make every friend I have fly 
me as a plague patient. I once • ., and set a dog 
upon a crab's leg that was shoved out under a mass 
of sea-weeds, — a pretty little feeler. Oh pah 1 how 
sick I am of that ! and a lie, a mean one, I once 
told ! I stink in the midst of respect, I am much 
hypt. The fact is, my head is heavy, but there is 
hope ; or if not, I am better than a poor shell-fish ; 
not morally, when I set the whelp upon it, but have 
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more blood and spirits. Things may turn up, and 
I may creep again into a decent opinion of myself. 
Vanity will return with sunshine. 



CONCEIT OF A LUNATIC ASYLUM. 

WAS over St Luke's the other day with 
my friend Tuthill, and mightily pleased 
with one of his contrivances for the comfort 
and amelioration of the students. They have 
double cells, in which a pair may lie feet to feet 
horizontally, and chat the time away as rationally 
as they can. It must certainly be more sociable 
for them these warm raving nights. The right- 
hand truckle in one of these friendly recesses, at 
present vacant, was preparing, I understood for 
Mr. Irving. Poor fellow! it is time he removed 
from Pentonville. I followed him as far as to 
Highbury the other day, with a mob at his heels, 
calling out upon Ermigiddon, who I suppose is 
some Scotch moderator. He squinted out his 
favourite eye last Friday, in the fury of possession, 
upon a poor woman's shoulders that was crying 
matches, and has not missed it. The companion 
truck, as far as I could measure it with my eye, 
would conveniently fit a person about the length of 
Coleridge, allowing for a reasonable drawing up of 
the feet, not at all painful. Tell C. that he was to 
come and see us some fine day. Let it be before 
he moves, for in his new quarters he will necessarily 
be confined in his conversation to his brother 

I 
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prophet Conceive the two Rabbis foot to foot, for 
there are no Gamaliels there to affect an humbler 
posture ! All are masters in that Patmos, where 
the law is perfect equality ; Latmos I should 
rather say, for they will be Luna's twin darlings ; 
her affection will be ever at the full. Well ; keep 
ymr brains moist with gooseberry this mad March, 
for the devil of exposition seeketh dry places. 



MADNESS RECALLED. 

IMAGE to myself the little smoky room at 
the Salutation and Cat, where we have 
sat together through the winter nights, 
beguiling the cares of life with Poesy. When you 
left London I felt a dismal void in my heart. I 
found myself cut off, at one and the same time, 
from two most dear to me. " How blest with ye 
the path could I have trod of quiet life ! " In your 
conversation you had blended so many pleasant 
fancies that they cheated me of my grief. But in 
your absence the tide of melancholy rushed in 
again, and did its worst mischief by overwhelming 
my reason. I have recovered, but feel a stupor 
that makes me indifferent to the hopes and fears of 
this life. I sometimes wish to introduce a religious 
turn of mind ; but habits are strong things, and my 
religious fervours are confined, alas ! to some 
fleeting moments of occasional solitary devotion. 
A correspondence, opening with you, has roused 
me a little from my lethargy, and made me con- 
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scious of existence. Indulge me in it : I will not 
be very troublesome. At some future time I will 
amuse you with an account, as full as my memory 
will permit, of the strange turn my frenzy took. I 
look back upon it at times with a gloomy kind of 
envy ; for, while it lasted, I had many, many hours 
of pure happiness. Dream not of having tasted all 
the grandeur and wildness of fancy till you have 
gone mad 1 All now seems to me vapid, com- 
paratively so. Excuse this selfish digression. 



LITERAL SPIRIT OF THE TIMES. 

HIS Custom-and-Duty Age would have 
made the Preacher on the Mount take 
out a licence, and St. Paul's Epistles 
would not have been missible without a stamp. 



BOOK-SHELVES. 

HAVE put up shelves. You never saw a 
book-case in more true harmony with the 
contents than what IVe nailed up in a room, 
which, though new, has more aptitudes for growing 
old than you shall often see — as one sometimes gets 
a friend in the middle of life, who becomes an old 
friend in a short time. 
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OF WATER-DRINKING.' 

[ARY has left a little space for me to fill up 
with nonsense, as the geographers used to 
cram monsters in the voids of the maps, 
and call it Terra Incognita. She has told you how 
she has taken to water like a hungry otter. I too 
limp after her in lame imitation, but it goes 
against me a little at first. I have been acquaint- 
ance with it now for full four days, and it seems a 
moon. I am full of cramps, and rheumatisms, and 
cold internally, so that fire won't warm me ; yet I 
bear all for virtue's sake. Must I then leave you, 
gin, rum, brandy, aqua-vitae, pleasant jolly fellows ? 
Hang temperance, and he that first invented it ! 

— some Anti-Noahite. C has powdered his 

head, and looks like Bacchus, Bacchus ever sleek 
and young. He is going to turn sober, but his 
clock has not struck yet ; meantime he pours down 
goblet after goblet, the second to see where the 
first is gone, the third to see no harm happens to 
the second, a fourth to say there is another 
coming, and a fifth to say he is not sure he is 
the last 



A LOST COMPANION. 

EANTIME she is dead to me, and I miss a 
prop. All my strength is gone, and I am 
like a fool, bereft of her co-operation. I 
dare not think, lest I should think wrong ; so used 
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am I to look up to her in the least and the biggest 
perplexity. To say all that I know of her would 
be more than I think any body could believe, or 
even understand; and when I hope to have her 
well again with me, it would be sinning against her 
feelings to go about to praise her ; for I can conceal 
nothing that I do from her. She is older and wiser 
and better than I, and all my wretched imper- 
fections I cover to myself by resolutely thinking on 
her goodness. She would share life and death, 
heaven and hell, with me. She lives but for me ; 
and I know I have been wasting and teasing her 
life for five years past incessantly with my cursed 
drinking and ways of going on. But even in this 
upbraiding of myself, I am offending against her, 
for I know that she has cleaved to me for better, 
for worse ; and if the balance has been against 
her hitherto, it was a noble trade. I am stupid, 
and lose myself in what I write. I write rather 
what answers to my feelings (which are sometimes 
sharp enough) than express my present ones, for 
I am only flat and stupid. 

HAZLITT. 

TOOK him to see a very pretty girl, pro- 

' fessedly, where there were two young 

girls (the very head and sum of the 

girlery was two young girls) ; they neither 

laughed, nor sneered, nor giggled, nor whispered 

—but they were young girls — ^nd he sat and 
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frowned blacker and blacker, indignant that there 
should be such a thing as youth and beauty, till 
he tore me away before supper, in perfect misery, 
and owned he could not bear young girls ; they 
drove him mad. So I took him home to my old 
nurse, where he recovered perfect tranquillity. 



OF TAILORS. 

|Y tailor has brought me home a new coat 
lapelled, with a velvet collar. He assures 
me every body wears velvet collars now. 
Some are born fashionable, some achieve fashion, 
and others, like your humble servant, have fashion 
thrust upon them. The rogue has been making 
inroads hitherto by modest degrees, foisting upon 
me an additional button, recommending gaiters ; 
but to come upon me thus, in a full tide of luxury, 
neither becomes him as a tailor- nor the ninth of a 
man. My meek gentleman was robbed the other 
day, coming with his wife and family in a one-horse 
shay from Hampstead. The villains rifled him of 
four guineas, some shillings and half-pence, and a 
bundle of customers' measures, which they swore 
were bank notes. They did not shoot him, and 
when they rode off he addrest them with profound 
gratitude, making a congee ; " Gentlemen, I wish 
you good night, and we are very much obliged to 
you that you have not used us ill ! " And this is 
the cuckoo that has had the audacity to foist upon 
me ten buttons on a side, and a black velvet collar t 
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A cursed ninth of a scoundrel I ... It is evident that 
he confined his observations to the genuine native 
London tailor. What freaks tailor-nature may take 
in the country is not for him to give account of. 
And certainly some of the freaks recorded do give 
an idea of the persons in question being beside 
themselves, rather than in harmony with the 
common, moderate, self-enjoyment of the rest of 
mankind. A flying tailor, I venture to say, is no 
more in rerum naturd than a flying horse or a 
gryphon. His wheeling his airy flight from the 
precipice you mention had a parallel in the melan- 
choly Jew who toppled from the Monument. 
Were his limbs ever found ? Then, the man who 
cures diseases by words is evidently an inspired 
tailor. Burton never affirmed that the art of sewing 
disqualified the practiser of it from being a fit 
organ for supernatural revelation. He never enters 
into such subjects. 'Tis the common, uninspired 
tailor which he speaks of. Again, the person who 
makes his smiles to be heard is evidently a man 
under possession ; a demoniac tailor. A greater 
hell than his own must have a hand in this. I am 
not certain that the cause which you advocate has 
much reason for triumph. You seem to me to 
substitute light-headedness for light-heartedness by 
a trick, or not to know the difference. I confess, a 
grinning tailor would shock me. Enough of tailors ! 
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OF SNAKES. 

HERE IS an exhibition quite uncommon in 
Europe, which could not have escaped your 
genius^ — a live rattlesnake, ten feet in 
length, and the thickness of a big leg. I went. to 
see it last night by candlelight We were ushered 
into a room very little bigger than ours at Penton^ 
ville. A man and woman and four boys live in 
this room, joint tenants with nine snakes, most of 
them such as no remedy has been discovered for 
their bite. We walked into the middle, which is 
formed by a half-mpon of wired boxes, all man- 
sions of snakes — ^whip-snakes, thunder-snakes, pig- 
nose snakes, American vipers, and this monster. 
He lies curled up in folds. Immediately a stranger 
entered (for he is used to the family, and sees them 
play at cards) he set up a rattle like a watchman's 
in London, or near as loud, and reared up a head, 
from the midst of these folds, like a toad, then 
shook his head, and showed every sign a snake 
can show of irritation. I had the foolish curiosity 
to strike the wires with my finger, and the devil 
flew at me with his toad-mouth wide open ; the 
inside of his mouth is quite white. I had got my 
finger away, nor could he well have bit me with his 
big mouth, which would have been certain death in 
five minutes. But it frightened me so much, that I 
did not recover my voice for a minute's space. I 
forgot, in my fear, that he was secured. You would 
have forgot too, for 'tis incredible how such a 
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monster can be confined in small gauzy-looking 
wires. I dreamed of snakes in the night. I wish 
to heaven you could see it. He absolutely swelled 
with passion to the bigness of a large thigh. I 
could not retreat without infringing on another 
box; and just behind, a little devil not an inch 
from my back had got his nose out, with some 
difficulty and pain, quite through the bars! He 
was soon taught better manners. All the snakes 
were curious, and objects of terror: but this 
monster, like Aaron's serpent, swallowed up the 
impression of the rest. He opened his cursed 
mouth, when he made at me, as wide as his head 
was broad. I hallooed out quite loud, and felt 
pains all over my body with the fright. 

OF BANKRUPTS. 

WILL tell you honestly, that it has been 
long my deliberate judgment that all bank- 
rupts, of whatsoever denomination, civil or 
religious, ought to be hanged. The pity of man- 
kind has for ages run in a wrong channel, and has 
been diverted from poor creditors — (how many I 
have known sufferers!). I know all the topics — that 
distress may come upon an honest man without 
his fault ; that the failure of one that he trusted 
was his calamity, etc. Then let both be hanged. 
O how careful this would make traders ! These 
are my deliberate thoughts, after many years* ex- 
perience in matters of trade. What a world of 
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trouble it would have saved you, if Friend 

had been immediately hanged, without benefit of 
clergy, which (being a Quaker I presume) he could 
not reasonably insist upon. Why, after slaving 
twelve months in your assign-business, you will be 
enabled to declare Td, in the pound in all human 
probability. He should be hanged. Trade will 
never re-flourish in this land till such a law is 
established. I write big, not to save ink, but eyes, 
mine having been troubled with reading through 
three folios of old Fuller in almost as few days, 
and I went to bed last night in agony, and am 
writing with a vial of eye-water before me, alter- 
nately dipping in vial and inkstand. This may 
inflame my zeal against bankrupts, but it was my 
speculation when I could see better. Half the 
world's misery (Eden else) is owing to want of 
money, and all that want is owing to bankrupts. I 
declare I would, if the State wanted practitioners, 
turn hangman myself, and should have great 
pleasure in hanging the first bankrupt after my 
salutary law had been established. 



OF A SERVANT. 

O make me more alone, our ill-tempered 
maid is gone, who, with all her airs, was 
yet a home-piece of furniture, a record of 
better days. The young thing that has succeeded 
her is good and attentive, but she is nothing. And 
I have no one here to talk over old matters with. 
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Scolding and quarrelling have some thing of fami- 
liarity, and a community of interest ; they imply 
acquaintance ; they are of resentment, which is of 
the family of dearness. I can neither scold nor 
quarrel at this insignificant implement of house- 
hold services; she is less than a cat, and just 
better than a deal dresser. What I can do, and do 
over-do, is to walk ; but deadly long are the days, 
these Summer all-day days, with but a half-hour's 
candle-light, and no fire-light. 




PARIS. 

|0U cannot conceive the strange Joy which I 
felt at the receipt of a letter from Paris. It 
seemed to give rhe a learned importance, 
which placed me above all who had not Parisian 
correspondents. You cannot write things so trifling, 
let them only be about Paris, which I shall not 
treasure. In particular, I must have parallels of 
actors and actresses. I must be told if any build- 
ing in Paris is at all comparable to St. Paul's, 
which, contrary to the usual mode of that part of 
our nature called admiration, I have looked up 
to with unfading wonder, every morning at ten 
o'clock, ever since it has lain in my way of busi- 
ness. At noon I casually glance upon it, being 
hungry; and hunger has not much taste for the 
fine hearts. Is any night-walk comparable to a 
walk from St Paul's to Charing Cross, for lighting 
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and paving, crowds going and coming without 
respite, the rattle of coaches, and the cheerfulness 
of shops ? Have you seen a man guillotined yet ? 
Is it as good as hanging? Are the women all 
painted, and the men all monkeys ? or are there 
not a few that look like rational of both sexes f 
Are you and the first consul thick f Your letter 
was just what a letter should be, crammed, and 
very funny. Every part of it pleased me till you 
came to Paris; then your philosophical indolence, 
or indifference, stung me. You cannot stir from 
your rooms till you know the language! What 
the devil are men nothing but word-trumpets ? 
Are men all tongue and ear? Have these crea- 
tures, that you and I profess to know something 
abouty no faces, gestures, gabble, no folly, no absur- 
dity, no induction of French education upon the 
abstract idea of men and women, no similitude nor 
dissimilitude to English ! ,Why, thou cursed Smell- 
fungus I your account of your landing and recep- 
tion, and Bullen (I forget how you spell it, it was 
spelt my way in Harry the Eighth's time) was 
exactly in that minute style which strong impres- 
sions INSPIRE (writing to a Frenchman, I write as 
a Frenchman would). It appears to me as if I 
should die with joy at the first landing in a foreign 
country. It is the nearest pleasure which a grown 
man can substitute for that unknown one, which 
he can never know, the pleasure of the first entrance 
into life from the womb. I dare say, in a short 
time, my habits would come back like a " stronger 
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man " armed, and drive out that new pleasure ; and 
I should soon sicken for known objects. 



DISTANT CORRESPONDENTS, 

HERE is a difficulty of writing from one end 
of the globe (hemispheres I call 'em) to 
another! Why, half the truths I have 
sent you in this letter will become lies before they 
reach you, and some of the lies (which I have 
mixed for variety's sake, and to exercise your 
judgment in the finding of them out) may be 
turned into sad realities before you shall be called 
upon to detect them. Such are the defects of 
going by different chronologies. Your "now" is 
not my " now " ; and again, your " then " is not my 
" then " ; but my " now " may be your " then," and 
vice versa. Whose head is competent to these 
things ? 



A NEIV PLAY. 

T will be a point of conscience to send you 
none but bran-new news (the latest edition), 
which, like oranges, will but grow the better 
for a sea voyage. Oh, that you should be so many 
hemispheres off! — if I speak incorrectly you can 
correct me — why the simplest death or marriage 
that takes place here must be important to you as 
news in the old Bastile. There's your friend Tut- 
hill has got away from France ; you remember 




126 Little Essays. 

France ? and Tuthill ? — ten to one but he writes by 
this post, if he don't get my note in time, apprising 
him of the vessel's sailing. Know, then, that he 
has found means to obtain leave from Buonaparte 
(without making use of any incredible romantic 
pretences as some have done, who never meant to 
fulfil them) to come home, and I have seen him here 
and at Holcroft's. Ar'n't you glad about Tuthill ? 
Now then be sorry for Holcroft, whose new play, 
called "The Vindictive Man," was damned about 
a fortnight since. It died in part of its own weak- 
ness, and in part for being choked up with bad 
actors. The two principal parts were destined to 
Mrs. Jordan and Mr. Bannister, but Mrs. J. has not 
come to terms with the managers ; they have had 
some squabble ; and Bannister shot some of his 
fingers off by the going off of a gun. So Miss 
Duncan had her part, and Mr. De Camp took hi& 
His part, the principal comic hope of the play, was 
most unluckily Goldfinch^ taken out of "The Road to 
Ruin," not only the same character, but the identical 
Goldfinch — the same as Falstaff is in two plays of 
Shakspeare's. As the devil of ill-luck would have 
it, half the audience did not know that Holcroft 
had written it, but was displeased at his stealing 
from " The Road to Ruin ; " and those who might 
have borne a gentlemanly coxcomb with his "That's 
your sort," " Go it " — such as Lewis is — did not 
relish the intolerable vulgarity and inanity of the 
idea stript of his manner. De Camp was hooted, 
more than hist, hooted and bellowed off the stage 
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before the second act was finished ; so that the 
remainder of his part was forced to be, with some 
violence to the play, omitted. In addition to this, 
a . . , was another principal character — a most un- 
fortunate choice in this moral day. The audience 
were as scandalized as if you were to introduce such 
a personage to their private tea-tables. Besides, 
her action in the play was gross — wheedling an old 
man into marriage. But the mortal blunder of the 
play was that which, oddly enough, Holcroft took 
pride in, and exultingly told me of the night before 
it came out, that there was no less than eleven 
principal characters in it, and I believe he meant of 
the men only, for the play-bill expressed as much, 
not reckoning one woman, and one . . . ; and true 
it was, for Mr. Powell, Mr. Raymond, Mr. Bartlett, 
Mr. H. Siddons,' Mr. Barrymore, etc., etc., to the 
number of eleven, had all parts equally prominent, 
and there was as much of them in quantity and 
rank as of the hero and heroine — and most of them 
gentlemen who seldom appear but as the hero's 
friend in a farce, for a minute or two ; and here 
they all had their ten minute speeches, and one of 
them gave the audience a serious account of how 
he was now a lawyer but had been a poet, and 
then a long enumeration of the inconveniences of 
authorship, rascally booksellers, reviewers, etc. ; 
which first set the audience a gaping ; but I have 
said enough. You will be so sorry, that you will 
not think the best of me for my detail ; but news 
is news at Canton. Poor Holcroft I fear will feel 
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the disappointment very seriously in a pecuniary 
light. From what I can learn he has saved nothing. 
You and I were hoping one day that he had, but I 
fear he has nothing but his pictures and books, and 
a not very flourishing business, and to be obliged to 
part with his long-necked Guido that hangs oppo- 
site as you enter, and the game-piece that hangs 
in the back drawing-room, and all those Vandykes, 
etc. God should temper the wind to the shorn 
connoisseur. I hope I need not say to you, that I 
feel for the weather-beaten author, and for all his 
household. 



m 



A FRIEND IN CHINA. 

OR God's sake don't think any more of 
" Independent Tartary." What are you to 
do among such Ethiopians ? Is there no 
lineal descendant of Prester John ? Is the chair 
empty ? Is the sword unswayed ? Depend upon 
it they'll never make you their king, as long as any 
branch of that great stock is remaining. I tremble 
for your Christianity. They will certainly circum- 
cise you. Read Sir John Mandeville's travels to 
cure you, or come over to England. There is a 
Tartar-man now exhibiting at Exeter Change. 
Come and talk with him, and hear what he says 
first. Indeed he is no very favourable specimen of 
his countrymen 1 But 'perhaps the best thing you 
can do is to try to get the idea out of your head. 
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For this purpose repeat to yourself every night, 
after you have said your prayers, the words Inde- 
pendent Tartary, Independent Tartary, two or 
three times, and associate with them the idea of 
oblivion ('tis Hartley's method with obstinate 
memories), or say, Independent, Independent, have 
I not already got an independence? That was a 
clever way of the old puritans, pun-divinity. My 
dear friend, think what a sad pity it would be 
to bury such parts in heathen countries, among 
nasty, unconversable, horse-belching, Tartar-people! 
Some say, they are Cannibals ; and then, conceive 
a Tartar-fellow eating my friend, and adding the 
cool malignity of mustard and vinegar 1 I'm afraid 
'tis the reading of Chaucer has misled you ; his 
foolish stories about Cambuscan, and the ring, and 
the horse of brass. Believe me, there are no such 
things, 'tis all the poet's invention; but if there 
were such darling things as old Chaucer sings, I 
would /// behind you on the horse of brass, and 
frisk off for Prester John's country. But these are 
all tales ; a horse of brass never flew, and a king's 
daughter never talked with birds I The Tartars, 
really, are a cold, insipid, smouchy set. You'll be 
sadly moped (if you are not eaten) among them. 
Pray try and cure yourself. Take hellebore (the 
counsel is Horace's, 'twas none of my thought 
originally). Shave yourself oftener. Eat no saffron, 
for saffron-eaters contract a terrible Tartar-like 
yellow. Pray, to avoid the fiend. Eat nothing 
that gives the heart-burn. Shave the tipper lip. Go 

K 
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about like an European. Read no books of 
voyages (they are nothing but lies), only now and 
then a romance, to keep the fancy under. Above 
all, don't go to any sights of wild beasts. That 
has been your rum. Accustom yourself to write 
familiar letters, on common subjects, to your 
friends in England, such as are of a moderate 
understanding. And think about common things 
more. There's your friend Holcroft, now, has 
written a Play. You used to be fond of the 
drama. Nobody went to see it. Notwithstand- 
ing this, with an audacity perfectly original, he 
faces the town down in a preface that they did 
like it very much. I have heard a waspish punster 
say, " Sir, why did you not laugh at my jest ? " 
But for a man boldly to face one out with " Sir, I 
maintain it, you did laugh at my jest," is a little 
too much. I have seen H. but once. He spoke 
of you to me in honourable terms. H, seems to 

me to be drearily dull. G is dull, then 

he has a dash of affectation, which smacks of the 
coxcomb, and your coxcombs are always agreeable. 
I supped last night with Rickman, and met a 
merry natural captain, who pleases himself vastly 
with once having made a pun at Otaheite in the 
O. language. 'Tis the same man who said Shak- 
speare he liked, because he was so much of the 
gentleman. Rickman is a man " absolute in all 
numbers." I think I may one day bring you 
acquainted, if you do not go to Tartary first ; for 
you'll never come back. Have a care, my /dear 
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friend, of Anthropophagi ! their stomachs are 
always craving. 'Tis terrible to be weighed out 
at fivepence a-pound ; to sit at table (the reverse 
of! fishes in Holland) not as a guest, but as a 
meat God bless you : do come to England. 



CHRISTMAS IN CHINA. 

HIS is Christmas Day, 1815, with us; what 
it may be with you I don't know, the 12th 
of June next year perhaps ; and if it should 
be the consecrated season with you, I don't see 
how you can keep it You have no turkeys ; you 
would not desecrate the festival by offering up a 
withered Chinese bantam, instead of the savoury 
grand Norfolcian holocaust, that smokes all around 
my nostrils at this moment from a thousand fire- 
sides. Then what puddings have you ? Where 
will you get holly to stick in your churches, or 
churches to stick your dried tea-leaves (that must 
be the substitute) in ? What memorials you can 
have of the holy time, I see not A chopped mis- 
sionary or two may keep up the thin idea of Lent 
and the wilderness ; but what standing evidence 
have you of the Nativity } Tis our rosy-cheeked, 
homestalled divines, whose faces shine to the tune 
of " Unto us a child was born," faces fragrant with 
the mince-pies of half a century, that alone can 
authenticate the cheerful mystery. I feel my 
bowels refreshed with the Jioly tide ; my zeal is 
great against the unedified heathen. Down with 



132 Little Essays. 

Pagodas — down with the idols — Ching-chong-fo — 
and his foolish priesthood ! Come out of Babylon, 
O my friend !. for her time is come ; and the child 
that is native, and the Proselyte of her gates, shall 
kindle and smoke together ! And in sober sense 
what makes you so long from among us, Manning ? 
You must not expect to see the same England 
again which you left. 

Empires have been overturned, crowns trodden 
into dust, the face of the western world quite 
changed. Your friends have all got old — those 
you left blooming ; myself (who am one of the 
few that remember you), those golden hairs which 
you recollect my taking a pride in, turned to silvery 
and grey. Mary has been dead and buried many 
years : she desired to be buried in the silk gown 
you sent her. Rickman, that you remember active 
and strong, now walks out supported by a servant 
maid and a stick. Martin Burney is a very old 
man. The other day an aged woman knocked at 
my door, and pretended to my acquaintance. It 
was long before I had the most distant cognition 
of her ; but at last, together, we made her out to 
be Louisa, the daughter of Mrs. Topham, formerly 
Mrs. Morton, who had been Mrs. Reynolds, formerly 
Mrs. Kenney, whose first husband was Holcroft, 
the dramatic writer of the last century. St. Paul's 
church is a heap of ruins ; the Monument isn't half 
sp high as you knew it, divers parts being succes- 
sively taken down which the ravages of time had 
rendered dangerous ; the horse at Charing Cross is 
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gone, no one knows whither; and all this has 
taken place while you have been settling whether 

Ho-hing-tong should be spelt with a ^ or a — ^—% 

For aught I see you nwght almost as well remain 
where you are, and not come like a Struldbrug into 
a world where few were born when you went away. 
Scarce here and there one will be able to make out 
your face. All your opinions will be out of date, 
your jokes obsolete, your puns rejected with fas- 
tidiousness as wit of the last age. Poor Godwin ! 
I was passing his tomb the other day in Cripple- 
gate churchyard. There are some verses upon it 
by Miss — > — , which if I thought good enough I 
would send you. He was one of those who would 
have hailed your return, not with boisterous shouts 
and clamours, but with the complacent gratulations 
of a philosopher anxious to promote knowledge 
as leading to happiness ; but his systems and his 
theories are ten feet deep in Cripplegate mould. 
Coleridge is just dead, having lived just long 
enough to close the eyes of Wordsworth, who paid 
the debt to Nature but a week or two before. You 
see what mutations the busy hand of Time has 
produced, while you have consumed in foolish 
voluntary exile that time which might have glad- 
dened your friends — benefited your country ; but 
reproaches are useless. Gather up the wretched 
reliques, my friend, as fast as you can, and come 
to your old home. I will rub my eyes and try to 
recognize you. We will shake withered hands 
together^ and talk of old things — of St. Mary's 
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Church and the barber's opposite, where the young 
students in mathematics used to assemble. Poor 
Crips, that kept it afterwards, set up a fruiterer's 
shop in Trumpington Street, and for aught I know 
resides there still, for I saw the name up in the 
last journey I took there with my sister just before 
she died. I suppose you heard that I had left the 
India House, and gone into the Fishmongers' Alms- 
houses over the bridge. I have a little cabin there, 
small and homely, but you shall be welcome to it. 
You like oysters, and to open them yourself; I'll 
get you some if you come in oyster time. Marshall, 
Godwin's old friend, is still alive, and talks of the 
faces you used to make. 



A TOO LITERAL BINDER. 

HE " Prometheus," unbound, is a capital story. 

The literal rogue ! What if you had ordered 

" Elfrida " in sheets ! she'd have been sent 

up I warrant you. Or bid him clasp his Bible (/.^. 

to his bosom), he'd have clapt on a brass clasp, no 

doubt 




OF FRENCH ACTORS. 

AVE any of them the power to move laughter 
in excess ? or can a Frenchman laugh ? 
Can they batter at your judicious ribs till 
they shake, nothing loth to be so shaken ? This is 
John Bull's criterion, and it shall be mine. You 
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are Frenchified. Both your taste and morals are 
corrupt and perverted. By and by you will come 
to assert that Buonaparte is as great a general as 
the old Duke of Cumberland, and deny that one 
Englishman can beat three Frenchmen. Read 
Henry tlie Fifth to restore your orthodoxy. 



BRAHAM. 

NE of my lights is fled. He was for a season. 

He was a rare composition of the Jew, the 

gentleman, and the angel ; yet all these 

elements mixed up so kindly in him, that you 

could not tell which preponderated ; but he is 

gone, and one Phillips is engaged instead. 

THE SAME. 

O you like Braham*s singing } The little Jew 
has bewitched me. I follow him like as 
the boys followed . Tom the Piper. He 
cures me of melancholy as David cured Saul : but 
I don't throw stones at him as Saul did at David 
in payment. I was insensible to music till he gave 
me a new sense. Oh, that you could go to the 
new opera of Kais to-night ! Tis all about Eastern 
manners ; it would just suit you^ It describes the 
wild Arabs, wandering Egyptians, lying dervises, 
and all that sort of people, to a hair. You needn't 
ha* gone so far to see what you see, if you saw it as 
I do every night at Drury Lane Theatre. Braham's 
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singing, when it is impassioned, is finer than Mri?. 
Siddons*s or Mr. Kemble's acting ! and when it is 
not impassioned, is as good as hearing a person of 
fine sense talking. The brave little Jew ! 



A COACH. 

|E had in the coach a rather talkative gentle- 
man, but very civil all the way ; and took 
up a servant maid at Stamford going to a 
sick mistress. The former engaged me in a dis- 
course for full twenty miles, on the probable ad- 
vantages of steam carriages, which, being merely 
problematical, I bore my part in with some credit, 
in spite of my totally un-engineer-like faculties. 
But when, somewhere about Stanstead, he put an 
unfortunate question to me, as to " the probability 
of its turning out a good turnip season," and when 
I, who am still less of an agriculturist than a steam 
philosopher, not knowing a turnip from a potato 
ground, innocently made answer, "I believe it 
depends very much upon boiled legs of mutton," 
my unlucky reply set Miss Isola a laughing to a 
degree that disturbed her tranquillity for the only 
moment in our journey. I am afraid my credit 
sank very low with my other fellow-traveller, who 
had thought he had met with a iveU-informed 
fassenger^ which is an accident so desirable in a 
stage coach. We were rather less communicative^ 
but still friendly, the rest of the way. 
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A FRIEND'S CONVERSION. 

HEY have a large, cheap house and garden, 
with a dainty library (magnificent) without 
books ; but what will make you bless your- 
self (I am too old for wonder), something has 
touched the right organ in Vincentio at last. He 
attends a Wesleyan chapel on Kingsland Green. 
He at first tried to laugh it off ; he only went for 
the singing ; but the cloven foot — I retract — the 
lamb's trotters are at length apparent. Mary 
Isabella attributes it to a lightness induced by his 
headaches ; but I think I see it in a less accidental 
influence. Mr. Clark is at perfect staggers ! the 
whole fabric of his infidelity is shaken. He has no 
one to join him in his horse-insults and indecent 
obstreperousnesses against Christianity; for Holmes 
(the bonny Holmes) is gone to Salisbury to be 
organist, and Isabella and the Clark made but a 
feeble quorum. The children have all neat little 
clasped pray-books ; and I have laid out seven 
shillings and eight-pence in Watts's Hymns for 
Christmas presents for them. The eldest girl alone 
hold out. She has been at Boulogne, skirting upon 
the vast focus of Atheism, and imported bad prin- 
ciples in patois French. But the strongholds are 
crumbling. N. appears as yet to have but a con- 
fused notion of the Atonement. It makes him 
giddy, he says, to think much about it ; but such 
giddiness is spiritual sobriety. 
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YEARNINGS FOR RETIREMENT. 

DARE not whisper to myself a pension on 
this side of absolute incapacitation and in- 
firmity, till years have sucked me dry ; — 
Otium cum indignitate. I had thought in a green 
old age (oh, green thought !) to have retired to 
Ponder's End (emblematic name, how beautiful !) 
in the Ware Road, there to have made up my 
accounts with Heaven and the company, toddling 
about between it and Cheshunt ; anon stretching, 
on some fine Izaak Walton morning, to Hoddesdon 
or Amwell, careless as a beggar; but walking, 
walking ever till I fairly walked myself off my 
legs, dying walking! The hope is gone. I sit 
like Philomel all day (but not singing), with my 
breast against this thorn of a desk, with the only 
hope that some pulmonary affliction may relieve 
me. Vide Lord Palmerston's report of the clerks 
in the War Office (Debates in this morning's Times\ 
by which it appears, in twenty years as many clerks 
have been coughed and catarrhed out of it into 
their freer graves. . . . 

My head is sore (understand it of the inside) 
with that deduction from my natural rest which I 
suffered coming down. Neither Mary nor I can 
spare a morsel of our rest : it is incumbent on us 
to be misers of it Travelling is not good for us, 
we travel so seldom. Jf the sun be hell, it is not 
for the fire, but for the sempiternal motion of that 
miserable body of light. How much more digni- 
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fied leisure hath a mussel glued to his unpassable 
rocky limit, two inch square ! He hears the tide 
roll over him, backwards and forwards twice a-day 
(as the Salisbury long coach goes and returns in 
eight and forty hours), but knows better than to 
take an outside night-place. 



OF KEEPING SUNDAY. 

OLVE me this problem. If we are to go 
three times a-day to church, why has 
Sunday slipt into the notion of a holHAzy ? 
A HOLYday I grant it. The Puritans knew the 
distinction. They made people observe Sunday 
rigorously, would not let a nursery-maid walk out 
in the fields with the children for recreation on that 
day. But then — they gave the people a holiday 
from all sorts of work every second Tuesday. 
This was giving to the two Caesars that which 
was his respective. Wise, beautiful, thoughtful, 
generous legislators! Would Wilberforce give us 
our Tuesdays ? No : (d — n him !) — he would turn 
the six days into sevenths. 

EXCUSE FOR NOT WRITING. 

DO not keep a holiday now once in ten 
times, where I used to keep all red-letter 
days, and some five days besides, which I 

<used to dub Nature's holidays. I have had my day. 

I had formerly little to do. So of the little that 
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is left of life, I may reckon two-thirds as dead, for 
time that a man may call his own is his life ; and 
hard work and thinking about it taints even the 
leisure hours, — stains Sunday with work-day con- 
templations. This is Sunday : and the head-ache I 
have is part late hours at work the two preceding 
nights, and part later hours over a consoling pipe 
afterwards. But I find stupid acquiescence coming 
over me. I bend to the yoke, and it is almost with 
me and my household as with the man and his 
consort — 

*' To them each evening had its glittering star. 
And every Sabbath Day its golden sun "— 

to such straits am I driven for the life of life. Time ! 
O that from that superfluity of holiday leisure my 
youth wasted, "Age might but take some hours 
youth wanted not ! " 

I have but one holiday, which is Christmas Day 
itself nakedly : no pretty garnish and fringes of St. 
John's Day, Holy Innocents, etc., that used to 
bestud it aU around in the calendar. Improbe 
labor I I write six hours every day in this candle- 
Hght fog-den at LeadenhalL 



OF WORK. 

LL work, no play dull me. Company is not 
play, but many times hard work. To play, 
is for a man to do what he pleases, or to do 
nothing — to go about soothing his particular fancies. 
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I have lived to a time of life to have outlived the 
good hours, the nine o'clock 'suppers, with a bright 
hour or two to clear up in afterwards. Now you 
cannot get tea before that hour and then sit gaping, 
music-bothered perhaps, till half-past twelve brings 
up the tray ; and what you steal of convivial enjoy- 
ment after, is heavily paid for in the disquiet of 
to-morrow's heiid. 



EMANCIPATION FROM THE OFFICE. 

Y spirits are so tumultuary with the novelty 

of my recent emancipation, that I havQ 

scarce steadiness of hand, much more mind, 

to compose a letter, I am free — free as air ! 

I was set free on Tuesday in last week at four 

o'clock. ' I came home for ever ! 

I have been describing my feelings as well as I 
can to Wordsworth in a long letter, and don't care 
to repeat. Take it briefly, that for a few days I 
was painfully oppressed by so mighty a change, but 
it is becoming daily more natural to me. I went 
and sat among 'em all at my old thirty-three years' 
desk yester morning ; and, deuce take me, if I had 
not yearnings af leaving all my old pen-^and-ink 
fellow, merry, sociable lads, at leaving them in the 
lurch. 
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OF DOING NOTHING. 

PITY you for over-work ; but I assure you, no 
work is worse. The mind preys on itself, 
the most unwholesome food. I bragged 
formerly that I could not have too much time. I 
have now a surfeit. With few yea^s to come, the 
days are wearisome. But weariness is not eternal. 
Something will shine out to take the load off that 
flags me, which is at present intolerable. I have 
killed an hour or two in this poor scrawl. I am a 
sanguinary murderer of time, and would kill him 
inch-meal just now. But the snake is vital. Well : 
I shall write merrier anon. Tis the present copy 
of my countenance I send, and to complain is a 
little to alleviate. May you enjoy yourself as far 
as the wicked world will let you, and think that you 
are not quite alone as I am I 



ON BEING SUPERANNUATED. 

CAME home FOR EVER on Tuesday in last 
week. The incomprehensibleness of my con- 
dition overwhelmed *me. It was like passing 
from life into eternity. Every year to be as long 
as three, i.e, to have three times as much real time 
(time that is my own) in it I I wandered about 
thinking I was happy, but feeling I was not. But 
that tumultuousness is passing off, and I begin to 
understand the nature of the gift Holydays, even 
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the annual month, were always uneasy joys ; their 
conscious fugitiveness ; the craving after making 
the most of them. Now, when all is holyday, there 
are no holydays. I can sit at home in rain or shine, 
without a restless impulse for walkings. I am 
daily steadying, and shall soon find it as natural to 
me to be my own master, as it has been irksome to 
have had a master. Mary wakes every morning 
with an obscure feeling that some good has hap- 
pened to us. 

You will ask how I bear my freedom ? Faith, 
for some days I was staggered ; could not compre- 
hend the magnitude of my deliverance ; was con- 
fused, giddy ; knew not whether I was on my head 
or my heel, as they say. But those giddy feelings 
have gone away, and my weather-glass stands at a 
degree or two above content. I gp about quiet, and 
have none of that restless hunting after recreation 
which made holydays formerly uneasy joys. All 
being holydays, I feel as if I had none, as they do in 
heaven, where *tis all red-letter days. I have a kind 
letter from the Wordsworths, congratulatory not a 
little. It is a damp, I do assure you, amid all my 
prospects, that I can receive none from a quarter 
upon which I had calculated, almost more than 
from any, upon receiving congratulations. But 
words are vain. We have none of us to count upon 
many years. That is the only cure for sad thoughts. 
If only some died, and the rest were permanent on 
earth, what a thing a friend's death would be then ! 
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Gk!MM, and xoo Illusts. by Richtbr. 
Smal} 4to, green and gold, 6b. 6d. : 



Beerbohm. — Wanderings In 

Patagonia ; or. Life among the Ostrich 
Hunters. By Julius Bbbrbomm. With 
Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. id. 

BeJgravIa for 1884. One 

Shilling Monthly, Illustrated. — Two 
New Serial Stories will begin in the 
January N*mb)r: "The Lover'e 
Creed," by Mrs. Cashbl Hoby, Illns* 
trated by P. Magmas ; and " The 
Wearing of the Qreen," by the Anthoc 
of " Love the Debt.*' In addition to 
other short stories, the Number will 
include a complete Story by Wxi«bzs 
Collins, entitled "She Loves and 
Lies." 

*«* Now ttadyt the Volume for Jolt 
to Octobbr, X883, doth extra, gilt edges, 
78. 6d.; Cases for binding Vols,, 88. each. 

Belgravia Annual : Christmas, 

1883. With Stories by Jambs Payn, 
F. W. Robinson, Dutton Cook, J. 
Arbutbnot Wilson, and others. 
Demy Svo, with Illustrations, l8. 

I — ^ _^ — ^^ 

Bennett (W.C.,LL.D.),Works by: 

A Ballad History of England. Post 

Svo, cloth limp, 28. 
Songs for Sailors. Post Svo, cloth 

limp, 28. 

Besant (Walter) and Jamea 

Rice, Novels by. Each in post 8vo, 
illust boards. 2s. ; cloth limp, 28. 60..; 
or crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. 

With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of Vulcan. 

My Little Qirl. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft 

The Golden Butterfly. t 

By Cella'e Arbour. 

The Monke of Thelema. 

Twas In Trafalgar'e Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

Besant (Walter), Novels by : 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men: 
An Impossible Story. With Illustra- 
tions by Fred. Barnard. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

The Captains' Room, &c. With 
Frontispiece by E. J. Wheelkr. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. Gd. 

All in a Garden Fair. Three Vols., 
crown Svo, 8l8. 6d. 
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Birthday Books:— 

The Starry Heavens: A Poetical 
Birthdav Book. Square 8vo, hand- 
Bomely bound in cloth, 28. 61. 

Birthday Flowers: Their Langnage 
and Legends By W. J. Gordon. 
Beautifully Illustrated in Odours by 
Viola Houghton. In Uluninated 
cover, crown 4to, Ob. 

The Lowell Birthday Book. With 
lUnsts., small 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Bishop.— Old Mexico, and her 

Lost Provinces. A Journey in Mexico, 
Southern California, and Arizona, by 
way of Cuba. By William Hbnry 
Bishop. With nearly lao fine Wood- 
cat Illustrations. Demy 8vo, doth 
extra, IQg. 6d. 

Blaclcburn's (Henry) Art Hand- 
books. Demv Svo, Illustrated, uni- 
form in size ior binding. 

Academy Notes, separate years, from 
1876 to 1882, each la. 

Academy Notes, 1883. With Illustra- 
tions. If. 

Academy Notes, 1875-79. Complete 
in One Volume, with nearly 6oo 
Illustrations in Facsimile. Demy 
8ve, cloth limp, 68. 

Qrosvenor Notes, 1877. 6d. 

Grosvenor Notes, separate years, from 
1878 to 1882, each iB. 

Qrosvenor Notes, 1883. With Illns- 
trations. If. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1877-82. With 
npwards of 300 Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth limp, 68. 

Pictures at South Kensington. With 
70 Illustrations. l8. 

The English Pictures at the National 
Gallery. 1x4 Illustrations. If. 

The Old Masters at the Nationa. 
Gallery. 128 Illustrations. Is. 6d. 

A Complete Illustrated Catalogue 
to the National Gallery. With 
Notes by H. Blackburn, and 242 
lUusts. Demy Svo, cloth hmp, 88. 

The Paris Salon, 1 883. With over 300 
Illusts. Edited by F. G. Dumas. 
(English Edition.) Demy 8vo, 38. 

At the Par^s Salon. Sixteen large 
Plates, prmted in facsimile of the 
Artists' Drawings, in two tints. Edited 
by P. G. Dumas. Large folio, Is. 

The Art AnnuaM 882-3. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. Demy 8vo, 88. 6d. 

The Art Annual, 1883-4. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. With 300 full-page 
Illustrations. Demy Svo, 68. 

Biake (William): Etchings from 
his Works. By W. B. Scott. With 
descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound 
boards, India Proofs, 2l8. 



Boccaccio's Decameron ; or, 

Ten Days* Entertainment. Translated 
into English, with an Introduction by 
Thomas Wright, F.S.A. With Portrait, 
and Stothard's beautiful Copper- 
plates. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Bower8'(G.) Hunting Sketches: 
Canters In Crampshlre. Oblong 4to, 

half-bound boards, 2l8. 
Leaves from a Hunting Journal. 
Coloured in facsimile of the oviginidSt 
Oblong 4to, half-bound, 21b. 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by : 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post Svo, illastrated bds., 28. 

Savage Life. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
88. Od. ; post Svo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Brand's Observations on Pop- 
ular Antiquities, chiefly Illustrating 
the Origin of our Vulvar Customs, 
Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Hbnry ELLr«. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, edit, with 
numerous Illustrations, 78. 6a. 

Bret Harte, Works by: 

Bret Harte's Collected Worlcs. Ar- 
ranged and Revised by the Author. 
Complete in Five Vols., crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. each. 
Vol. I. Complbtb Pobtical and 
Dramatic Works. With Steel 
Plate Portrait, and aa Introdnction 
by the Author. 
Vol. II. Earlier Papers— Luck of 
Roaring Camp, and other Sketches 
—Bohemian Papers — Spanish 
AND American Legends. 
Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts 

— Eastern Sketches. 
Vol. IV. Gabriel Conroy. 
Vol. V. Stories — Condensbd 
Novels, &c. 
The Select Worka of Bi^ Harte, in 
Prose and Poetry. V/lm Introduc- 
tory Essay by J. M. Bbllew, Portrait 
of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Gabriel Conroy : A Novel. Post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 28. 
An IHelress of Red Dog, and other 
Stories. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 
28. ; cloth limp. 28. 6d. 
The Twine of Table Mountain. Fcap. 
Svo, picture cover, l8. ; crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 3a. 6d. 
Luck of Roaring Camp, ana other 

Sketches. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 
Jeff Brigge'e Love Story. Fcap Svo, 
picture cover, la. ; clotn extra, 28. 6d. 
Flip. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. ; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
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Brewer (Rev. Dr.), v^ orks by : 

Th« Readep't Handbook of Allusions, 
RofopenoM, Plots, and Stories. 
Third Edition, rsriMd ihrougiioat, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 

COMrLITI BnGLISH BlULlOORAPHT. 

Crown 8vo, 2,400 FMet* cloth extra, 

7a ed. 

A DIotlonary of Mlraoles: Imitative, 
Realietic, and Dosmatic. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 7l. 61. [/» preparatiom, 

Buchanan's (Robert) Works: 

Ballads of Llfs, Lave, and Humoup. 
With a Frontispiece bv AaxHua 
HuGHBS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 

Salacted Poems of Robart Buohanan. 
With Frontispiece by T. Dalziel. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 

Undertonaa. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
61. 

London Poama. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

The Book of Orm. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 61. 

White Rose and Red : A Love Story. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9a. 

Idylla and Legends of Inverburn. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $i» 

St. Abe and his Seven Wives : A Tale 
of Salt Lake City. With a Frontis- 
. piece by A. B. Houohton. Crown 
' 8vo, doth extra, 6t. 

The Hebpid Isles: Wanderings in the 
Land of Lome and the Outer He- 
brides. With Frontispiece by W. 
Small. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6i. 

A Poet's Sketoh-Book: Selections 
from the Prose Writings of Robert 
Buchanan. Crown 8v<^ cl. extra, 61. 

Robert Buohanan'a Complete Poeti- 
cal Wopka. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7s. 81. [/a preparation. 

The Shadow of the Sword : A Ro> 
mance. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2l. 

A Child of Nature : A Romance. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 81. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., Si. 

God and the Man : A Romance. With 
Illustrations by Frbo. Barnakd. 
Crown 8vo, cloto extra, 3l. 6d. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline: A 
Romance. With Frontispiece by A. W. 
CooPBR. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 6d. 

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo^ 
doth extra, 81. 6d. 

incui Water: A Romance. Three 
Vols., crown 8va 

lie New Abelard : A Romanee. Three 
yols., crown 8va [Skorttjt. 



Brew8ter(SirDavld),Work8 by: 

More Worlds than One: The Creed 
of the Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plates. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 4i. 6d. 

The Martyrs of Sclenoe: Lives of 
Galilbo, Tycho Brahb, and Kbf- 
LBR. With Portraits. Post 8vo, doth 
extra, 48. 6d. 

Lattere on Natural MS|gle. A New 
Edition, with numerous IllustrationS| 
and Chapters on the Bein^ sna 
Faculties of Man, and AddUiODSl 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by J. A. 
Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, M. 6d. 

Briliat-Savarin.— Gastronomy 

aa a Fine Art. By Brillat-Savariic 
Translated by R. E. Andbrsom, M.A. 
PostSvo, cloth limp. 28. 6d. 

Browning. — The Pied Piper of 
Hamelln By Robbrt Browning. 
Illust. by Gborgb Carlinb. Large 
4to. ilium, cover. Is [/» preparation. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by : 

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 88. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover. Is. 

Lindeay'e Luck. Fcap. 8vo, picture 
cover, Is. 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, Is. 

Burton (Robert): 
The Anatomy of Melanoholy. A 

New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enricl)ed by Translations of the 
Classical Extracts. Dsmy 8vo, doth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Melanoholy Anatomised: Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bua> 
ton's Anatomy of Mblancholt. 
P o st 8vo , cl oth limp, 28. 6d. 

Burton (Captain), Works by: 

To the Gold Coast for Gold : A Per* 
sonal Narrative. By Richard P. Bur- 
ton and Vbrnby Lovbtt Cambrok. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21l. 

The Book of the Sword: Being a 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Coontries, from the Earliest 
Times. By Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 82s. [In preparation^ 

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With X7 
Steel Plates by Stotharo, engrsvaa 
by GooDALL, and numerous WoodeatSi 
Crown 8vo, cloth ext^^ gilt, Tfe. 0I« 
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Bypon (Lord): 

Bypon'8 Letters and Journals. With 
Notioes of his Lite. By Thomas 
MooRB. A Reprint of the OriKinal 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
fuII-paKe Platps. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt. 7s. 6d. 

Byron's Don Juan. Complete in 0ns 
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, 2l. 



Cameron (Commander) and 
Captain Burton.— To the Gold Coast 
for Qoid: A Personal Narrative. By 
Richard P Burton and Vbrnbt 
LovKTT Cambron. With Frontispiece 
and Maps. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 21i. 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 

Juliet's Guardian. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. ; crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. Si. 6d. 

Osoelvers Ever Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2i. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
Si. 6d. 

Campbell.— White and Black : 

Travels in the United States. By Sir 
Gborgb Campbbll, M.P. Demy 8vo, 
doth extra, 14l. 

Carlyle (Thomas): 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re* 
oollectlons. By Moncurb D. Con- 
way, M.A. Crown bvo, cloth extra, 
with lUustratious, 61. 

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas 
Carlylb. With a Life of the Author 
by R. H. Shbphrro. New and Re- 
Tised Edition, post 8vo^ cloth extra, 
Illustrated. Is. 6il 

The Correepondenes of Thomas 
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
1834 to 187a. Edited by Charlbs 
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, TAB, 

Century (A) of Dishonour: A 

Sketch of the United States Govern- 
nent's Dealings with, some of the 
Indian Tribes. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7i. 6d. 

Chapman's (Qeorge) Works: 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
9 with an Introductory Essay by Alabr- 
MON Charlbs swinburnb. Vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
•stra, 181. ; or separately, 61. each. 



Chatto & Jackson. — ^A Treaties 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wii. Anorkw Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Hknry G. Bohn; 
and 430 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4to, half-bound, 28s. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. 

Chauoer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. 
Uawbis. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 21.61. 

Cobban.— The Cure of Souls: 

A Story. By J. Maclarbn Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Collins (C. Allston) The Bar 

Slnlstei*: A Story. By C. Allston 
Collins. PostSvo, illustrated boards, 
21. 

Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 

Novels by : # ' 

Swsst and Twenty. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2i. 

Franoss. Post 8vo, illnst. bds., 2l. 

' Blacksmith and Scholar. Post8vo, 
illustrated boards. Si. ; crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 81. 6d. 

The Villa|s Comedy. Post 8vo, illust. 
beards, u. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 81. 6d. 

You Play Ms False. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards. Si.; cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 81. 6d. 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anns Pagfl- Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 81. 6d. 

Transmlgraitlon. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards. Si. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra» 

From Midnight to Midnight. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 3l. ; crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Si. 6d. 

A Fight with Fortune. Poit 8vo, 
illastrated boards, 2i. 

Colman's Humorous Works: 

*' Broad Grins,** *' Mv Nightgown and 
Slippers," and other Humorous Works, 
Proas and Poetical, of Gborob Col- 
man. With Life by G B Buckstonb, 
and Frontispiece hj Hooarth. Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra, gift, Ti. 6d. 
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Collins (WllkIeK Novels by. 

Bach post 8vo, illastrated boards, it; 
cloth limp, 28. AL; or crown 8vo, 
doth ei^ra. Illustrated, Si. 6d. 
Antonlna. Illust. by A. Comcansm. 

Basil. Illastrated by Sir John Gi]> 
BBRT and J. Mahonby. 

Hide and Seek. Illastrated by Sir 
JOHM GiLBBKT and J. Mahomby. 

The Dead Seoret. Illastrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. Concanbm. 

Queen of Hearts lllostrated by Sir 
JbBN Gilbbbt and A. Comcamen. 

My Miscellanies. With Illustrations 
by A. Comcanbn, and a Steel>plate 
Portrait of Wilkib Coluns. 

The Woman In Whits. With lUos- 
trations by Sir John Gilbbbt and 

F. A. Frasbr. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 
by G. Du MAURiBRand F. A. Frasbr. 

Man and Wlfis. lUust. by W. Shall. 

Poop Miss FInoh. Illustrated by 

G. Du Mauribr and Edward 

HUOHBS. 

Miss OP MPS. P With Illustrations by 
S. L. FiLDBS and Hbmrt Woods. 

The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 
G. Du Mauribr and C. S. Rands. 

The Fpozen Deep. Illustrated by 
G. Du Mauribr and J. Mahonbt. 

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S. L. FiLDBS and Sydnby Hall. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Stonr of the 
Present Time. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 
38. 6d. 



Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. Bt Cathbrinb 
Ryan. Post 8vo, cloth hmp, 28. 6d. 

Conway (Moncure b.), Works 

by: 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two 
Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 Illusts., 28s. 

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 
by W. J. Hennessy. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Wandering Jew. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88. 

Thomas Carlyte: Letters and Re- 
oolleotlona. With Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 



Cook (Dutton), Works by: 

Hours with the Players. With a 
Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit, cr. 8vo, cloth eztra,6B. 

Nights at the Play : A View of the 
English Stage. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Leo: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, Ss. 

Paul Foster's Daughter. Post Bvo, 
illustrated boards, 2b.; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Si. 6d. 

Copyright. — A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
SiDNKY Jbrrold, of tbc Middle 
Temple, Bsq., Barrister-at-Law. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. ftL 

Cornwall. — Popular Romances 

of the West of England; or. The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Reyised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
Gborgb Cruikshamk. Crown Svo, 
_ cloth ^tra, 78. 6d. 

Creasy. — Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians: with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Crbast, Author of " The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World.** 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 
Portraits, 7i. Sd. 

Crulkshank (Qeorge) : 

The Comic Almanack. Complete in 
Two Series : The First from, 1835 
to X843; the Sbcomd from 1844 to 
1853. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Trackbray, Hood, May- 
hew, Albert Smith, A'Bbckbtt, 
Robert Brough, ftc. With apoo 
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by 

CrUIKSHANK, HiNE, LAMDBZ.LS, &C. 

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 78. 6d. each. 

The Life of Qeorge Crulkshank. By 
B1.ANCHAR0 Jerrold, Author of 
"The Life of Napoleon IH.," &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with A.d- 
ditional Plates, and a verr carefully 
compiled Biblioeraphy. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6a. 

Robinson Crusoe. A dioicely-printed 
Edition, with 37 Woodcuts and Two 
Steel Plates, by Georqb Cruik- 
SHAMS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
100 Large Paper copies, carefully 
printed on haod>maae paper, with 
India prbofiB of the lUustrations, 
price JAb. 
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Cummlng.-^ln the Hebrtdes. 

By C. P. Gordon Gumming. Author 
of "At Home in Fiji.*' With Auto- 
type Facsimile and Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, <doth extra, 8B. 6<L 

Cuaeans.— Handbook of Her*. 

aidpy; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John B. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

CypI 68.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyples. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Daniel. — Merrle England In 

the Oiden Time. By Georgb Daniel. 
With Illustrations bv Robt. Cruik- 
SHANX. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Daudet Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist. By Alphonsb 
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry 
Mbltzer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38.6(L 

Davenant. — What shall my 

Son beP Hints iox Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davles' (Sin John) Complete 

Poetical Wopks, includiim Pssdms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un* 
published MSS.j for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart. D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 12s. 

De Malstre A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavibr db Maistrb. 
Translated by Henry Attwbll. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

De Mllle A Castle In Spain. 

A Novel. By Jambs Db Millb. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3b. 6d. 

Depwent (Leith), Novels by: 

OuF Lady of Tears. Cr. 8vo, clotii 
^xtra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2i. 

Oipoe'8 Lovers. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. [In ^$paration. 



Dickens (Charles), Novels by : 

Post "ivo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Sketches by Box. I Nicholas NIokleby. 
Piokwiok Papera | Ollvep Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles DIckena 
(May fair Library,) Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. fid. 



The Speeches of Charles Dickens, 
1841^x870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarfied. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Hbrnb Shbp* 
HERD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6l» 



About England with Dickens. By 
Alfred Rimmkr. With 57 lUuatrSp 
tions by C. A. Van dbr hoof, Ax.frbd 
Rimmbr, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 108. fid. 

■ ■ ' ■ ■ ^ 

Dictionaries: 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. B. C. Brbwkr, LL.D. Crown 
8vo. cloth extra, 78. fid. [Preparing, 

A Dictionary of the Drama: B^g 
a comprehensive Guidttto the PlayS, 
Plav Wrights, Players, and Playhosses 
of the United Kingdom and Ajnerioa, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Davenport Aoams. 
A thick volume, crown 8vo, hal^ 
boand, 128. fid. [Jn prepoiration. 

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information ; in- 
^cluding the Names of Celebrated 
' Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Cnriositles, 
and the like. By Wm. A; WiiaiLSit 
and Charles G. Whbblbk. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. fid. 

The Reader's Handbook of Alhl- 
slons, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. B. C. Brbwbr. 
LL.D. Third Edition, revised 
throu|;hout, with a New Appendix, 
• containing a Complete English Bib' 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth extra, 7a fid. 

Short Sayings of Great Men. With 

Historical and blxplanatory Notes. 
By Samuel A. Rent, M.A. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, Ts fid. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, fis. fid. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic- 
tionary ot Curious, Quaint, and Ont- 
of'the-Way Matters. Bk Blibzbk 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, half-bound, 
128.60. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 

Utamry FrlvolltlM, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. Pott Svo, cloth limp, 
Ik fid. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eceentrl- 
eltlee. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Doran. — Memories of our 

Qrsat Towns ; with Anecdotic Glesn- 
tegs concerning tbeir Worthies and 
tkeir Oddities. By Dr. John Dokan, 
F.S A. With 48 Illustrations. New 
aad Chesper Bditioii, crown 8vo, cloth 
0Btra,7i. M. 

Drama, A DIctionapy of the. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plavs, Plajwrights, Plarers, and Play- 
" irf'the V - 



United Kingdom and 
America, from the Bsrliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Datinport 
Adams. (Uniform with Bkswbs's 
•* Reader's Hsndbook/*} Crown 9vo, 
balMwond. Hi. 6d. {tn prtparation. 

Dramatists, The Old. Crown 
Ito, doth estra, with Vignette Por- 
traits, 61. per VoL 

Ben Jonsos's Works. With Notes 
Critical end Bzplanatonr, and a Bio- 
mrsphical Memoir bj Wm. Gifpord. 
Edited by Colonel Cummingham. 
Three Vols. 

ChafMn*n*s Works. Complete in 
Twee Vols. Vol. I. contsins the 
Flays complete, inclndiagthe donbt- 
M ones; Vol. II., the rooms and 
Minor Translations, with an Intro- 
dactory Bsssy by ALOsaMON Ch/s. 
SwiNBURNB : Vol. III., the Transla- 
tions of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. Inclading his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and latrodnction, by Col. Cunmimo- 
RAM. One Vol. 

Maeslnger'e Plays. From the Text of 
William (iiPPORO. Edited by Col. 
CuNNiNGRAM. One Vol. 

Dyer. — The Folk • Lore of 

Plants. By T. F. Thisblton Dybr, 
M.A. Crown Svo^ cloth extra, Si. 

[In preparation, 

Edwards, Betham- — Felicia : 

A NoTel. By M. BbthaM'Bdwabds. 
Post 8to, iHustrated boards, ii. ; 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. SiL 

Edwardes (Mrs. A.), Novels by: 

> Point of Honour. Post 8yo, lllus- 
-ated boards, 9i. 

lie Lovell. Post Svo, illust. bds., 
; crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. (M. 



Early English Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotations^ 
by Rev. A.B.GaosART, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, Os. per Volume. 

Fietoher'e (Qllee, ao.) Complete 
Poems. One Vol. 

Davtes' (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 

Herrlok*e 'Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetloal Works. Three Vols. 

Herbert ( Lord ) of Cherbury'e Poems. 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churtom Collins. Crown 8vo, 
parchment, Si. 

Eggleston.— Roxy: ANovel. By 
Edward Bgolbston. Post Svo, illust. 
boards, M. ; cr 8vo, cloth extra, 8l. 6d. 

Emanuel.— On Diamonds and 

PreeloueStonee: their HistOTV, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertainine their •Reality. By Harry 
Emanubl, F.R.G.Su with numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, clo th extra, gilt, 61. 3 

Englishman's House, The: A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, ftc. 
By C. J . Richardson. Third Edition. 
With nearly 600 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fld. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.8JK.), 

Works by: 
Stories from the State Papers 
With an Autotype Fac«>imile. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, Gs. 

The Llfb and Times of Prince 
Charlee Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8yo, 
sloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Eyes, The.— How to Use our 

Byes, and How to Preserve Them. By 
John Bbownxmo, P.R.A.S., &c. With 

£ Illustrations. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, 
.6d. 

Falrholt.— Tobacco : Its His- 
tory and Assoristions ; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
facture, and its Modes of Use in idl 
Ages sad Coontries. By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With Cdeored Proatis- 
l>iece aad apwards of xoo IIlBshra- 
tioos by the Author. Crown Svo, cMn 
extra, w. 



CHATTO ^ WmUUS, PICCADILLY. 



Familiar Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miacelianeons Information: 
including the Names of Calebratea 
Statoas. Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Rains, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. By WiuLixy A. Whbxlbr, 
Author of" Noted Names of Pietion { '* 
and Crau^s G. Wmbblsk. Demy 
Svo, cloth extra, 7i. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemical History of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookbs. F.C.S. 
Post 8vo^ cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4s 6d. 

On the Various Foroee of Nature, 
and their Relations to each otber: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookks, F.C.S. 
Post Svo, cloth extra, with numerous* 
Illustrations. 48. 6d. 



Fin-Bec. — The Cupboard 

Pafiere: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. Ry Fin-Bbc. Post 
Svo. cloth limp, 28 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy). Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man : 
or, Does Wriiing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View oi a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr.Svo, cloth extra. 6s. 

The World Behind the Scenee. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
Svo. cloth limp. 28. 6d. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2l. each. 
Bella Donna 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mre. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 



Fletcher's (Giles, B.O.) Com- 
plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, (. hrist's Victorie on Earth. 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
GaosART, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds.,68. 

Fonblanque Filthy Lucre : A 

Novel. By Albany dk Fonblanqub. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

French Literature, History of. 

Bv Henry Van La on. Complete in 
S Vols., demy Svo. cl. bds., 78. 6d. each. 



Fpanclllon (R. E.), Novels by; 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. eeciv: 
pest Svo, illust boards, Si. each. 

Olympla. 

Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. 

EetheKe Glove. Fcap. Svo, pictim 
cover, Is. 



Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or. 

Memoirs ot a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartlb-Frsrs, G.C.S.L, Ac 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; poit 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by: 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
CIrcue Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The LIvea of the Coojurere. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fa'rs . 

Fry — Royal Guide to the Lon- 

don Char It lee, 1883-4^. By Herbert 
Fry. Showing, lu alphabetical order, 
their Name, Date of Foundation, Ad- 
dress, Objects, Annual Income, Chief 
Officials, &c. Pub.i'^hed Annually. 
Crown Svo, cloth, Is 6d. 

Qardening Books: 

A Year's Work in Garden and Green- 
house: Practical Advice »o Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Majia^ement of 
the Flower, Fruit, and Fr;irae Garden. 
By George Glknny. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden. The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Ton Ikrkolu, Author of **The 
Garden that Haid the Kent," &c. 
Post Svo, cloth liitvp, 2s. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Fiowerb. r-sy 1 om and Janb 
Jkrrold. Illustrated. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By ToM Jkrkolu. Fcap Svo, illus- 
trated cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d« 

Gentleman's Magazine (The) 

for 1884. One Shilling Monthly. A 
New Serial Story, entitled " Phlllstla," 
By Cecil Power, will be begun in the 

tANUARY Number. " Scenee Notes." 
J W. Mattibu Williams, F.R.A«S., 
will also be continued monthly. 

*^*Now ready, the Volume for Jt;L¥ it 
Dbcbmbir, 1S83, cloth extra, priet 
88. 6d ; Cases for binding, 28. each. 

Gentleman's Annual (The). 

Chrlstmae. 1883. Coutamiag Two 
Complete Novels by Hbrct Fit» 
GBKALoand Mrs. Alrxandbk. Deooif 
Svo, iiluminated cover, is. 
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Garrett.— The Capel Girls: A 

Novel. By Edward Garrktt. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28.; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3a. 6d. 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
TrfmsUted by Edgar Tatix}x. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskim. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
Gborob Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 6d. ; gilt e dges. 78. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Each in crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; 
or post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Robin Gray. 

FoF Lack of Gold. 

What will the World Say? 

In Honour Bound. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

In Pastures Green. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
The Dead Heart. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

The Braes of Yarrow. 
- The Flower of the Forest. 

A Heart's Problem. 

The Golden Shaft. 

Of High Degree. 

Fancy-Free. Three Vols., crown 
8vo, 3l8. Od. [In the press. 

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Costermonger. 



Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 88. 6d. each. First Series 
contains The Wicked World— Pygma- 
lion and Galatea — Charity — The 
Princess— The Palace of Truth— Trial 
by Jury. The Second Series con- 
tains Broken Hearts — Engaged — 
Sweethearts— Gretchen—Dan'l Druce 
—Tom Cobb— H. M.S. Pinafore— The 
Sorcerer — ^The Pirates of Penzance. 

Gienny.— A Year's Work in 

. Qarden and Greenhouse: Practical 

' Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 

he Management of the Flowerj Frurt, 

ad Frame Garden. By Georob 

LENNY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2i. 6d. 



Godwin.— Lives of the Necro. 

mancsrs* Bv William Godwin. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 88. 

Golden Library, The: 

Square T6mo (Taochnitz size), cloth 

limp, ^: per volume. 
Bayard Taylor's Divsrslons of the 

Echo Ctub. 
Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History 

of England. 
Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Songs for 

Sailors. 
Byron's Don Juan. 
Godwin's (William) Lives of the 

Necromancers. 
Holmes's Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala. 
Holmes's p-ofessor at the Break- 
fast Table 
Hood's Whims and Oddities. Cem- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 
Irvine's (Washington) Tales of a 

Traveller. 
Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of the 

Alhambra. 
Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc- 
cupations of a Country Life. 
Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 

Complete in One VoL 
Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollier. 
Mallory's (Sir Thonias) Mert 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
GOMBRiE Ranking. 
Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M'CRiE.D.D. 
Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 
Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Saintb-Beuvb. 
St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 
Shelley'd Early Poems, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt. 
Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and 

Cythna, Ac- 
Shelley's Posthumous Poems, the 

Shelley Papers, &c. 
Shelley's Prose Works, including A 
Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, bt. 
Irvyne, &c. 
White's Natural History, of Sel- 
bome. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 
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Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An BNCvcLOPiBoiA op Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited bv 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt and gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Gopdon Gumming — In the 

Hebrides. By C. F. Gordon Cumuing, 
Author of " At Home in Fiji" With 
Autotype Facsimile and nnmerous 
full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 81. 6d. 

Graham. — The Professor's 

Wife : A StorjT. By Lbonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, ll.; cloth 
extra, 28. 6d. 

Greeks and Romans,*The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. Bv Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNBR. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuBFPBR. With <4^ Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Greenwood (Jame8),Works by: 

The Wilde of London. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Low-Life Deepe : An Accoont of the 
Strange Fish to be Found There. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

DIok Temple: A NoveL Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Guyot.—The Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Sfankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Aqassiz, Pibrcb, and Gjiay; 
13 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 4B, 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiMcus. Crown 8vo, 18. ; cloth, 18. 6a. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 8s. 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Legenda of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Serpent Play. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s« 



Hall Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclisb, Gilbert, Harvbt, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium Sto* 
cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Hall Iday.—E very-day Papers. 

By Andrew Halliday. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over xoo Facsimiles and Bxe 
planatory Text. By Don Fblix db 
Salamanca. Post 8vo, cloth Kmp, 
28. 6d. 

Hanky-Panky: A Collection of 
Very EasvTricks.Very Difficult Tticks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand. &c. 
Edited by W. H. Crsmbr. With «oo 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
48. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady DufTus). — Paul 

WynteKe Sacrlfloe: A Story. By 
Lady Dufpus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust 
boards, 28. 

Hardy (Thomas). — Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of **Far from the Madding 
Crowd.'* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
2a. 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
lUustration-s. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, l8. ; cloth limp, l8. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 6s. 

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, lOs. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Hawels (Rev. H. R.). — American 

Humorlste. Includmg Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
Tames Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Ward.Mark Twain, and Bret Hartb. 
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A« 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 



BOOKS PU BUSHED BY 



lla%vthopne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, te. Cd. each; 
pott Sto, Ulnstnited boards, Si. each. 

Garth. 

Eliloo Quantln. 

Sobastlan Strome. 

Mm. Qalnabopough'a DIamonde. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, ll.; 
cloth extra, Si. 6d. 

Frinoe Saronl's Wifb. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, ti. 6d. 

Duat: A NoTel. Crown Svo, doth 
extra, 8a. 6d. 

Foi*tune'e Fool. Three Vols., crvwo 

8vo, Sli. 6d. 
Beatrix Randolph. Two Vols., crown 

Svo. C?'"^'^* 

Neath (F. Q.). — My Garden 

wild, and What I Grew There. By 
FaANCis George Heath, Author of 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. ; cloth gilt, and gilt 
edges, 6i. ______ 

Helps (Sip Arthur), Works by : 

Animate and thelp MaateM. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Social Preeaure. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. 

Ivan de Btpon : A NoveL Crown Svo^ 

cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post Svo, illas- 

trat ed boards, 28 . 

Heptalogfa (Vhe); or. The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven B ells. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, ta. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
an Introduction, by J. Churton 
Collins. Crown 8vo, bound in parch- 
me nt, 88^ 

Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial- Intro- 
duction and Notes bv the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown Svo, doth 
boards, 188. 

Hesse • Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst von), Works by : 
Tunis: The Laud and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra 38 6d. 

The New SouthWeet: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 

; Arisona, and Northern Mexcio. 
With (oo fine Illustrations and 3 
Maps. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 
A^* \ln Reparation. 



HIndley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. * 

Tavern Aneodotea and Seiylngs : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, ftc. 
With Illustrations. 

The Lifts and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Cmaelbs Hindlbt. 

Holmes(OllverWendell),Wopks 

by: 
The Autocrat of the Breakfiast* 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordom 
Thomson. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d.; another Edition in smaller 
tvpe, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, Sto. 

The Profeseor at the Breakfaat- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. Crown Svo, 
cloth limp, with Illustrations, 28. 6d. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choloe Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and aoo II lustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 78. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post Svo, cloth limp, 21. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole: 
A Noah's Arkseological Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. BauN- 
TON and E. C. Barnes. Square 
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 08. 

A Golden Heart: A Novel. PostSvo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 



Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 
morous Works, including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures. Bons Muts, Funs and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
gilt, 78. 6d. 

Home.— Orion : An Epic Poem, 
hi Three Books. By Richard Hbn- 
GIST Horns. With Photc^nrapbie 
Portrait from a Medallion by SuM- 
ysRs. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 
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Howell.~Oonfliot8 of Capital 

WKl 'Laboui*, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered: Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Uniont 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Process, Consutution, and Objecu, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Indastrial Aspects. ByGaoROB 
HowBLL. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 7a. ftL 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 

Noti*a Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. 

Hunt — Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Olusr. Post 
8vo, cloth limp. 2a. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by: 

Thopnloroft'8 Model. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Si 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Tho Leaden Casket. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards. 28. 

Self-Condemned. Crown 8to, cloth 
extra, U. 8d . 

Ingelow — Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jban Ingelow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcb- 
VAi. Gravbs. Post 8vo. cloth limp, 
8»-6d. [/n prepar ation, 

Irving (Henry) — The Paradox 

of Acting. Translated, with Annota- 
tions, from Diderot's "Le Paradoxe 
sur le Com6dien," by Walter Hkr- 
RiES Pollock. With a Preface by 
Hbnry Irving. Crown 8vo, in parch- 
ment, 48- 6d. 



Irving (Wa8hlngton),Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. each. 
Tales of a Ti^veller. 
Tales of the Alham bra. 

James.— Confidence : A NoveL 

By Hbnry James, Jun. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 

jhrated boards, 28. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramlcs 

for students. By Catherine A. 
Janvie r. Crown^vo, clo th extra, 6s. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 
, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; or post 
8vo, illustrated boards, tM. 

The Dark CollOen. 

The Queen of Connaught 



Jefferles.— Nature near Lon- 

??";. J?y RJ.CHARD JbPFBRIBS, AuthOT 

Of *'The Gamekeeper at Home." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Jennings (H. J.).— Curiosities 

of Cpitioiam. By Hbnby J. Jbmmxiim. 
Post bv o, cloth limp, 28. ei 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roalopuolana: Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancieat 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Haroravb Jennings. With Five Ml- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 IU»- 
trations. A New Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Jerrold (Tom). Works by: 

The Qarden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jbrrold. Fcap. 8vo, illaS' 
trated cover, la. ; cloth lunp, la. id. 

Household Hortloultupe: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Iamb 
Jbrrold. Illustrated. Post 8vo, 
cloth Imip, 28. 6d. 

Cup Kitchen Garden: The Pleats 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Tbrrold. Post 8vo, doth 
hm p, 28 6d. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Oooupa- 

tlona of a Country Life. By Bdwamo 
Jbssb. Post 8vo. Clo th limp, Si. 

Jones (Wm., F.8.A.), Works by : 

Finger Ring Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With oirer 
200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present ; in- 
duding the Sea and Seamen, Mmers, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, Ac. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Conn- 
tries. With One Hundred lUue- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, f ■. 6d. 



Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir by William 
GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
NiNGRAM. Three Vols., crown 8vp, 
cloth extra, 188. ; or s eparately. 68. ea^. 

Josephus,TheCompleteWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Coo- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
lews '^and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 53 IllustratiOBs 
and Maps, doth extra, gilt, 148. 
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Kavanagh.~The Pearl Foun< 

tain, and other Fairy Stories. Bt 
BRXDOBTand Julia Kavanaoh. Witn 
TUrty lUtastrationsbyJ. MoykSmztb. 
Small 8vo, cloth gilt. 68. 

Kempt.^Pencli and Palette: 

Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robert 
Kbhpt. Po st 8vo, cloth limp, 28 . 6d. 

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by: 

Bach crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3i.6d.; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Oakshott Castle. 

Number Seventeen. 

Lamb (Charles)^ '- 

Mary and Charles Lamb: Tbeir 
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With 
Reminiscences and Notes by W. 
Carsw Ha2litt. With Hancock's 
Ponrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 
of the Title-pai^es ot the rare First 
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's 
Works, and numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 108. 6d. 

Uunb's Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 

E'nal Editions, with many Pieces 
therto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shsphsro. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Roast Pig." Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 28. 

Poetry for Children, and Prlnoe 
Dorus. By Charlks Lamb. Car^ 
fully Reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Selected 
and Edited bv Percy Fitzobrau). 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lares and Penates; or, The 

Background of Life. By Florbmcb 
Caddy. Crown 8vo, clotn extra, 68. 

Lane's Arabian Nights, &o.: 

The Thousand and One Nights: 
commonly called, in England, " Thb 
Arabian Nights' Entertain- 
ments.*' A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lane. Illustrated 
by many hundred Ene^vings on 
Wood, from Orinnal uesigns by 
Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from 
a Copv annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edwabo 
Stanley Poolb. With a Pre&ce by 
Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols., 
demy 8to, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 



Lane's Arabian Nights, fto. 

Arabian Soolety In the Mkfdla Agas: 
Studies from *' The Tboasand and 

' One Nights." By Edward Willuk 
Lanb, Author of "The Modsm 
Egyptians," &c. Edited by Stanlbt 
ZJUib-Poolb. Crown bto, doth 
extra, #8. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The Story of the London Parict. 
With Illustrations. Crown Svo, doUi 
extra, 8s. 6d. 

Cierioal Anecdotes. Post Svo, doth 
limp. 28. 6d. 

Forenslo Anecdotes Post Svo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Theatrloal Anecdotes. Post Svo, doth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Leigh (Henry 8.), Works by: 

Carols of Cookayne. Wifh numerous 
Illustrations. Post Svo, doth limp. 
2s. 6d. 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Collected and Edited 
bj Henry S. Leigh. Post Svo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Life in London ; or, The History 
of Jerry Hswthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cmjik- 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, altar 
the Originals. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 

witch Storlea Post Svo, doth limp, 
28. 6d. 

The True Story of Joshua Davidson 
Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. Sd. 



Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss 6d. each ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
My Love!" 



« 



lone. Three Vols., crown Svo, 8l8. 6d. 

Locks and Keys. — On the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Primi- 
tive Locks and Ken. By LieuL-Gen. 
PiTT-RivBRs, F.R.S. With nnmerons 
Illustrations. Demy 4tQ^ baM Roz* 
bnrghe, 168. 
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Lon^elloMi : 

LongfellowV ^tnplete Ppom Works. 
Ineluding "" Outre Mer," " Hyper- 
ion,*' "Kavanaglk" **Tne Poets and 
Poetry of Europe/' and " Driftwood.*' 
With Portrait and Illustrations by 
Valbntimb Bromlbt. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. t 

Lonfffellow'a Poetical Wopka. Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illus- 
trations on Steel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Lucy.— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 
By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Lu8lad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrsnch Duff. 
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen fall-page 
Plates, cloth boards, 188. 

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Wopk8 
by: 

A History of Gup Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of i88o. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. — Also a Popular Edition, in 
Four Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
68. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

68. 

Hlatory of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. [In preparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ste. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neigh boups. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Llnley Rochford 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. 38. 6d. 

Maid of Athens. With X2 Illustra- 
tions by F. Barnard. 3 vols., crown 
8vo, 8l8. 6d. 



McCarthy (Justin H.), Works 

by: 

Seraplon, and other Poeme. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

An Outline of the History of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, l8. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 



MaoDonald (George^ LUD.), 

Works by : 

The Pplnoess and Curdle. With 11 
Illustrations by Iamss Allen. SmaU 
crowns vo, clotn extra, 68. 

Guttapercha Willie, the Workiag 
Genius. With 9 Illustrations bv 
Arthur Huqhbs. Square 8vo,cloto 
extra, 88. 6d. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tispiece by J. £. Millais. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post tvo, 
illustrated boards, 23. 

Thomas WIngfold, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece by C. J. Staniland. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Macdonell. — Quaker Cousins: 

A Novel. By Aqnbs Macdonbll. 
C^own 8vo, cloth extra. 88. 6d. ; post 
8to, illustrated boards, 28. 

Macgregor. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robert Macgrbgor. Post 8vo, 
doth limp, 28. 6d. 

Maclise Portrait-Gallery (The) 

of illustrious Literary Characters; 
with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and ADecdotal — illus- 
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Batbs, B.A. With 85 Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

MacquoM (Mrs.), Works by: 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by Thomas K Macquoid. 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6a. 

Pictures and Legends from Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 
108. 6d. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations byT. R. Macquoid. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square 8vp, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

About Yorlcshire With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by Swain. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 
108.61. 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crown 
8vo, clotn extra. 38. 6d. ; post8vo^ 
Ulustrated boards, 28. 
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Mackay. — Interludes and Un- 

4M*toffM»: or. Music at Twilight. Bj 
G11AA1.B8 Mackat, LL.D. Crown 8to, 
olocb axtra, 61. 



Maglolan'8 Own Book (The): 

Fwribrmances with Copt ana Balls. 
Best, Hats, Handkerchiefs, ftc. All 
from actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. ( RBMBR. With 300 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4». 6d. 

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Halls. &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing : Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, ftc. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 48. M. 

Magna Charta. An exact Pac- 

•imile of the Original in the British 
Mnseom, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by a feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblasoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 6g. 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by : 

The New Republic; or. Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Country 
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2i. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 21. 

The New Paul and Virginia: or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo,.cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Poems. .Small 4to, bound in parch- 
ment, 88. 

la Life worth Living P Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, Os. 



Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montgombrib Ranking. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 



Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; or, 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. 

Open ! Sesame I 

WHtten In Fire. 



Poet 8vo, illustrated boards, 2l. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oatt. 
A Little Stepaon. 
fighting the Alrt. 



Mark Twain, Works 3yr 

Tha Choloa Worka of M* irk T'wcslft. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. Croinrii Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 8d. 

Tha Adventures of Tom Sa^wyar. 

WiA 100 Illustrations. Small 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. Chbap Bdituom, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

An Idle Exouralon,and other Sketches. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Prince and the Pauper. ^Vith 
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or. The Nevr 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship " Qoakar 
City's " Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
st54 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. Cheap Eoition (nndor 
the title of ** Mark Twain's PLKAStruB 
Trip '*)i post 8yo, illust. boards, Ss. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7t. Sd. 

Tha Stolen White Elephant, Ae. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Lifts on the Mississippi. With about 
300 Original IHustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Masslnger's Plays. From the 

Text of William Gifpord. Edited 
bv Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mayhew. — London Characters 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Mayfair Library, The: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. per Volume 

A Journey Round My Room. By 
Xavier db Maistrs. Translated 
by HxNRT Attwbll. 

Latter-Oay Lyrics. Edited by W. 
Davenport Adams. 

Qui pa and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Times," 
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Balzac'8 "Comedle Humalne" and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walker. 

Malanoholy Anatomised: A Popular 
Abridgment of *' Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancholy." 

Oastronomy as a Fine Art. By 
Bmllat-Savarim, 
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ICatvaxr LiBiART. cotUiniutt— 

Th« Speeches of Charlee DIekene. 
Litepary FHvoiltlee, Fanolee» Follies, 

and Frolics. Bj W. T. Dobsom. 
Poetical Ingenuities and Eocentpici* 

ties. Selected and Edited bj W. T. 

DOBSON. ^ 

The Cupboard Papers. By Pxn-Bbt. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbbrt. 
First Sbkibs. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pvgmalion and 
Galatea— Charity — The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbbrt. 
Sbcond Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — EnRaged— Sweetheartt- 
Gretchen— Dau 1 Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Pensance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 

Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcbval 

Graves. 
Animals and their Masters. By Sir 

Arthur Helps. 
Social Pressure. By Sir Arthur 

Curiosltiee of Criticism. By Hbnry 
J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robsrt 
Kbhpt. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Selected 
and Edited by Percy Fitsgbrald. 

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar- 
weoD. 

Forensic Anecdotes: or. Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Hbnry S. 

Lbigh. 
Jeux d'Esprit. Edited by Hbnrt S. 

Lbigh. 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 

By E. Lynn Linton. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastlmee and Players. By Robert 

Macorboor. 
. The New Paul and Virginia.. By 

W. H. Mallock. 
The New Republic. By W. H. Mal- 

LOCB. 

Puok on Pegasus. By H.CROLyoNoi* 
lby-Pbnnrll. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. Bt H. CROi/i 
mondblby-Pbnmbll. Iliastrated by 
Gsorob Du Maurisr. 



Mayfair Libbary, coiUiHiud'~ 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by R. 

Cholmon delev-Pbn n kll. 
Thoreau: His Life and Aims. By 

H. A. Paob. 
Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowlbt. 
More Punlana. By the Hon. Huoa 

Rowley. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 

Don Felix db Salamanca. 
By Stream and Sea. By William 

Senior. 
Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 

Thornbury. 
Leaves fk*om a Naturalist's Note- 
Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

iVIediclne, Family.— One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
A^e, and Old Age. By N. E. Davibs. 
Licentiate of the Royal College of 
Physicians of London. Crown Svo^ 
ll. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of 

New Intellectual Gaines and Amnse- 
ments. By Clara Bbllbw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo^ 
cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 



MIddlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Toucn and Qo. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. Ss. 6d. ; post 8to, illustrated 
boards. 28. 

Mr. Oorinion. Post Svo, illustrated 
_ boards, Ss. 

Mlllep.-— Physiology for the 

Yountf: or, The House of Life: Hu- 
man Physiology, with its applicatioo 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
use in Classes aad Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. 
P. Pbnwice Miller. Small Svo, cloth 
limp. 2i. «d. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by : 
The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management of 
the Skin; with Directions for Diet* 
Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. Small 8vo, 
Is. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin, 
Small 8vo Is. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 

The Laws of Life, and their Kelatioa 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8v0t 
Is. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 

Monorleff. -r The Abdication ; 

or. Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncriept. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettib^ 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson. R.A., )• 
MacWhirtbr, a R.A , Colin Huntbb* 
R. Macbeth, and Vou Graham. Large 
4to, bound in buckram, Sll. 
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Murray (D. ChHstleV Novels 

by. Crown Svo.cloth extra, m. AL each ; 
pott 8vo, illustrated bda., u, each. 

A Llfe'e Atonement. 

A Model Father. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 
Joeeph's Coat. With lUnatrations by 

F. BABNARD. 

Coale of Fire. With Illostrationa by 
AxTMUR Hopkins and others. 

Val Strange : A Story of the Primrose 
Way. 

Hearte. 

By the Gate of the Sea. Illustrated 
Dy William Small. 

The Way of the World. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, 8l8. 6d. [Shortly, 

North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 

CoMYNS Carr. Illost. by Randolph 
Caldscott. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra,7l. 6d. 

Number Nip ^Stories about), 

the Spirit of the Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahams. With Illustrations by J. 
MoTR Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 6f. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Gnide in Health and Disease. By N. 
E. Davies. L.R.C.P. Crown 8yo, l8. ; 
cloth, IB. 6d. 

Ollphant. — Whiteladles: A 
Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Hbmrv Woods. Crown 
8to, cloth extra, Ss. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

O'Reilly.^Ph0Bbe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Hxnry 
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 
Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 

extra. 7s. 6d. 
Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, 

cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, lOs. 6d. 

Oulda, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. each. 

Held In Bondage. 

strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemalne'e Gage. 

Idalla. 



Ouida's Novels, mmMmm^ 
THootrln. 
Puck. 

Folio Farlno. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Two Little Wooden Shoes. 
Paaoai^l. 
Signa. 

in a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendehlp. 
Mothe. 
PIplstrello. 
A Village Commune. 

In Maremma. Crown 8vo, eloth 
extra, Sf. 

BImbI: Stories for Children. Square 
8vo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges, 7S.6A.; 
Popular Edition, crown evo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Wanda: A NoveL Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Quida by F. 
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Freeooes : Dramatic Sketches. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, lOi. 6d. 

Page (H. A.), Works by : * 
Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study. 
With a Portrait. Post 8vo, doth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. By toe late J. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fie. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crxe, 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Paul Ferroll : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Paul Ferroii : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferroii Killed His Wife. 

Paul. — Gentle and Simple. By 

Margaret Agnes Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Paterson. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustntedboards, ^ 

Payn (James), Novels by. 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. Sd. ; 
or, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Lost Sir Maeslngberd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Wofd. 
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jAifSS Path's Novbls, ctmtwued^ 
Halves. I Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Hei>. 
Less Black than We're Painted 
By Proxy 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 
A Confidential Agent 
Some Private Views. 
From Exile. 

Post 8vo, illostrated boards. 2l« each. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Bentlnck's Tutor. 
Murphy's Meister 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 
A Wonnan's Vengeance 
Cecil's Tryst. 
The ClyfRards of ClyfV^ 
The Family Scapegrace. 
The Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Gwendoline's Harvest. 
Humorous Stories. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wooed, but Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each. 

A Grape from a Thorn. With lUus- 
tratioss by W. Small. 

For Cash Only. | Kit: A Memory. 

The Canon'e Ward. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. [Shortly, 



Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. each. 

Puok on Pegasus. With lUnstrations. 

The Musee of Mayfalr. Vers de 
Soci^te, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pbnnbll. 

Pegasus Re- Saddled. With nnmerons 
fall-page Illustrations by Gborqb Du 
Mauribr. 

Phelps. — Beyond the Qates. 

By BLI2ABKTH Stuart Phblps, 
Author of " The Gates Ajar.** Crown 
8to, cloth extra, 2b 6d. Published by 
special arrangement with the Author, 
and Copyright in England and its 
D^endenciea. 



Planohe (J. R.). Works by: 

The Cyclopssdia of Costume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ec- 
clesiastical, Civil, and Military— from 
the Earliest Period in England to tM 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco, 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts. 
£7 78. The Vols, mav also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) 
at £3 13b. 6d. each : Vol.1. Thb 
Dictionary. Vol. II. A Generai. 
History of Costume in Europe. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. Witn 
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 



igs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 
edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 



Son 
E 



PIrkls.— Trooping with Crows : 

A Story. By Catherine Pirkis. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, l8. 

Play -time : Sayings and Doings 
of Babyland. By Edward STANPORp. 
Large 4to, handsomely printed in 
Colours, 58. ^___^_ 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Lamghormb. two Vols., 
8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 108. (ML 

Poe (Edgar Allan) :— 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charlbs 
Baudblairb, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and 
other Stories. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 



Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 

{»lete in One Volume. Post 8vo, cloth 
imp, 28. 

Price (E. C), Novels by: 

Valentlna : A Sketch. With a Fron- 
tispiece by Hal Ludlow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8yo, 
Ulustrated boards, 2s. 

The Foreigners. Three Vols., crowa 
8vo, 31s. 6d. 
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Ppootor (RIohd. A.), Works by : 

Flowers of the Sky. With S5 lUns- 
trations. SmaU crown 8vo, cloth 
eitra, 4t. 6d. 

Easy Stan Leesons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, Ac. 

' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 0s. 

Familial* Science Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d. 

Rough Ways made Smooth: A 
Series of ramiliar Essays on Scien- 
tific Subjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth estra,Ol. 

Oui> Place among Infinities : A Series 
of Essays contrasting onr Little 
Abode in Space and Tune with the 
Infinities Around os. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 0s. 

The Expanee of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Fimuunent. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 0S« 

Saturn and Its Syetem. New and 
Revised Edition. with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Mysterlee of Time and Space. With 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Wagee and Wante of Sclenca 
Workers. Crown svo, Is. 6d. 

Py poteohn lat'8 Treasu ry (The); 

or. Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
4s. 6d. 

Rabelais' Wonka. Faithfully 

Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerons charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustavs 
DorA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Ram bosspn.— Popular Astro- 

nomy. By ). Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vq, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 78. 6d. 

Reader's Handbpok (The) of 

Allusions, References, riots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brxwxr. 
Third Edition, revised throo^hout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
CoMPLBTX English Bibliography. 
Crown 8vo, 2,400 pages, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 



Reads (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Each post 8vo, illnstrated 
boards, Si.; or crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, Illnstrated, 3s. 6d. 

Peg Wofnngton. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLOKS, A. R.A. 

Christie Johnstone. lUostrated by 
William Small. 

It Is Nevep Too Late to Mend. D- 
lustrated by G. J. Pinwbu.. 

The Coupee of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by Hblbii 
Patbrsom. 

The Autobtogfaphy of a Thief; Jaek 
of all Tpadea; and Jamee Lambert 
Illnstrated by Matt Strbtcbu 

Love me Uttle, Love me Long. Il- 
lnstrated by M. Bllbn Edwards. 

The Double Marriage. lUnstxatcd 
by Sir John Gilbkrt, ILA.« and 
Crarlbs Kbbnb. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charlbs Kbbnb. 

Hard Cash. Ulustrated by P. W. 

Lawson. 
Grifnth Gaunt. Illnstrated by S. L. 

F1LDB8, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. Illustrated by Gboxgb 
Du Mauribr. 

Put Youreelf In Hie Place. lUns- 
trated by Robert Barnbs. 

A Terrible Temptation. lUostrated 
by Edward Hughes and A. W. 
Cooper. 

The Wandering Heir. Illnstrated 
by Helen Paterson, S. L. Fildbs, 
A.R.A. , Charles GRBBN,and Hbnkt 
Woods, A.R.A. 

A Simpleton. Illnstrated by Katx 
Crauford. 

A Woman-hater. Illustrated by 
Thos. Couluert. 

Readlana. With a Steel Plate Portrait 
of Charles Reads. 

A New Collection of Stories. , In 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. [Preparing, 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Bbm- 
jAMiN WARD Richardson, M.D., ftc. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 08. 

Riddeii (IS/lrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Her Mother'e Darling. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s 6d. ; post 8vo, illns- 
trated boards, 8s. 

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party, 
and other Stories. With a Frontis- 
piece by M. Ellen Edwards. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 
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Rlmmep (Alfred), Works by : 

Oup Old Country Towns By Alfkko 
RxMMKR. With over 50 lUustiations 
by the Author. Square 8to, cloth 
•ztrap gUt, lOl. 6d. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 
By Alfxbd Rimmbr. With 50 illus- 
tnitioni by the Author. Square 8vo, 
cloth gilt, lOl. 60. 

About England with Dickens. With 
58 Illustrations by Alfred Rhiiibr 
and C. A. Vandbrhoof. Square 8vOf 
cloth gilt, lOi. 60. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by: 

Women are Strange. Crowa 8vOi 
cloth extra, 38. 60. 

The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vOf 
cloth extra, 3s. 60. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

The Poets' Birds. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 60. 

The Poets' Beasts. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 60. lln preparation, 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

reproduction of Major's Edition, with 

g Wood cuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
BORGB Cruikshank, choicsly Dfinteo. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. oO. too 
^ Large-Paper copies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price 86s. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saimtb- 
Bbuyb. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; or. 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Nonuatidy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.o. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblaieoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 
price fie. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp. 2s 60 each. 

Punlana: Riddles and Jokee. With 
Aomerous Illustrations 

• • 

More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (Clark) Round the 

Galiey-Fli*e. By W. Cuakk Russbll, 
Author of "The Wreck of the 
Grosvenor" Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 

8ala.— Gaslight and Daylight. 

By Gborge Augustus Sai^. Poet 
Svo, illustrated boards, 8s. 



Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Exeoutlonere : Memoirt of the 
Sanson Family ( 1688 to 1647). Edited 
by Hbmry Samson. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, It. 6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8to. cloth extia, Si. 6d. each ; or 
post 8vo, Hlnstrated boards, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

One Agalnet the World. 

Guy Waterman 

The Lton In the Path. 

The Two Dreamera. 

Soienoe Qossip: An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange and Gossip 
for Students and Lovers of Nature. 
Bditedby I. E. Taylor, Ph.D., F.L.S.. 
F.G.S. Monthly, price 4d; Annual 
Subscription 6b. (includmg PostaRe)L 
Vols. I. to XIV. may be had 
at 71. 6d. each: and Vols. XV. to 
XIX. (1883). at M. each. Amona the 
subjects included in its pages will be 
found : Aquaria, Bees. Beetles, Birds, 
Butterflies, Fems^ Fish, Flies, Fossils, 
Fun^fGeolmnr, Lichens, Microscopes, 
Mosses, Moths, Reptiles, Seaweeds, 
Spiders, Telescopes, Wild Flowers, 
Worms, &a 

"Secret Out" Series, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, prolusely Illus- 
trated, 4l. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "white 
Magic." By W. H. Crbmer. SCO 
Engravings. 

The Pyroteohnlet's Tpeasupy; <v» 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks 
By Thomas Kbntish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The AK of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades. By Pranx Bbllbw. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
Crbmbr. With 300 Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By CukRA Bbllbw. With many 
Illustrations. 

Magician's Own Book: Periormanoet 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hatsu 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cr» 
MBR. floo lUustratiooi. 
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Thb " Sbcset Out" SBsn8,«ofi<tiiM<l— 

Maglo No Mystery : Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, BallSp &c., with folly 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Traininc of Per- 
forming AnimalSf &c. With Co- 
loured Prontispieca and many Illos- 
trations. 

Senior (William), Works by : 

Travel and Trout In the Antipodes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fig. 

By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Seven Gagas (The) of Prehis- 

torlo Man. By Jambs H. Stoddart, 
Anthor of "The Villsfe Ufe." Crowe 
8vo, cloth extra, Gs. VShortly, 

ShaJcespeare : 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. 
William Shakbspbare's Comedies. 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
according to the true Original] Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Ed. Blount. 1623.— A Repro- 
dnction of the extremely rare origmal, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process — ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo, 
haif-Roxburghe, 78. 6d. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beau- 
tifuHv printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile ef Drobsbout's 
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 78. fid. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. MoYR Smith. Crown 4to, clotn 
gUt, 6s. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Music. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfrbd Roffb. 
4to, half-Roxburghe, 78. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alobr- 
MOH Charles Swimburnb. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 

Shelley's Complete Works, in 

Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 88. ; 
or separately, 28. each. Vol. 1. con- 
tains his Barly Poems, Queen Mab, 
&c., with an introduction by Lbioh 
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Poems, 
Laon and Cythna, &c. ; Vol. III., 
Posthumous Poems,the Shelley Papers, 
■'c. ; Vol. IV., his Prose Works, La- 
uding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
ozzi, St. Irvyne, &c. 



Sheridan's Complete Wor«ks, 

with Life snd Anecdotes. Including 
his Dramatic Writings, printed from 
the (Mginal Editions, his Works ia 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &a With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 foU-pagO 
Tinted Illustrations, 78 fid. 

Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. fid. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poetical Works, includi ng all those in 
** Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introducti<Mi, Essay on the Poetry of 
Sidney, and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 188. 

Signboards: Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters! By 
Jacob Larwood and John Camdbn 
lioTTBN. Crown 8vo, cloth extia, 
with too Illustrations, 78. fid. 

Sims (G. R.).>-How the Poop 

Live. By Georob R. Sims. With 60 
Illustrations by Frbdbricx Barnard. 
Large 4to, l8. 

Sketch ley .—A Match In the 

Dark. By Arthur Skbtchley. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Slang Dictionary, The: £ty- 

mological. Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, fin. 6d« 

' ■■ ■■ ■■■■^■^—^■M .M ■■■■■■ — ■■■■■■ I ^^^^^^ I I 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 

The Prince of Argoils: A Story of Uie 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Mote 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 
130 Illustrations, 3s. fid. 

Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated bv J. MovR Smith. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Il- 
lustrated, fiB. 

The Wooing of the Water wrtoh : 
A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dai> 
DORNE. Illustrated by J. Mots 
^ Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, ftr. 

South-West, The New : Travel- 
ling Sketches from Kansas, New 
Mexico,Arizona, and Northern MexicOi 
By Ernst von Hesse-Wartsqo. 
With 100 fine Illustrations and 3 Maps. 
8vo, doth extra, 14b. [In preparaiion. 
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8palding.-Elizabethan Demon- 

olofty: An Essay in lUostration of 
the belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Speight. — The Mysteries of 

Heron Dyke. By T. W. Spxight. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellbn 
Edwards. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illnstrated boards, S8. 

Spenser for Children. By M. 

H. TowRY. With Illustrations bv 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown ^to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 68. 

Staunton. — Laws and Practice 

of Cheee ; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. A 
Mew Editioa, small crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 58. 

Stedman. — Victorian Poets : 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarbncb 
Stbdman. Crown 8vo, extra, 98. 

Sterndale.— The Afghan Knife: 
, A Novel. By Robert Armitage Stern- 
dale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by: 

Famniap Studies of Men and Booke. 
Crown 3vo, cloth extra, 68. 

New Arabian Nights. New and 
Cheaper Edit. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

The Sllvei>ado Squatters: Sketches 
from a Califomian Mountain. With 
Frontispiece. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

St. John. — A Levantine Family. 

By Baylb St. John. Post 8to, illns- 
trated boards, 28. 

Stoddard. — Summer Cruising 

In the South SeaA. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illustrated bv 
V/allis Mackat. Crown 8yo, dotn 
extra, 88. 6d. 

St. Pierre. — Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Bbr- 
KARDiN DB St. Pierre. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarkb. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Stories from Foreign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Aucb Ziu- 
iibbn; and a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, doth extra, 88. 6d. £Shortly, 



Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England ; including 
tiie Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants,- ai|d Pompons 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by Williau Honb. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With a Map 
of Suburban London. Crown Svo* 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose 

and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of "Gulliver's 
Travels." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 
The Queen Mothep and Rosamond. 

Fcap. 8vo, 68. 
Atalanta In Caiydon. Crown 8vo, 68. 
Chastelapd. A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 

78. 

Poems and Ballade. First Series. 
Fcap. 8vo, 98. Also in crown 8vo, 
at same price. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 
Fcap. 8vo, 98^ Also in crown 8vo, at 
same price. 

Notee on Poems and Reviews. 8vo, 

18. 

William Blake: A Critical Essay. 
With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 
8vo, 16s. 

Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, 
108. 6d. 

Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo» 
128. 6d. 

George Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

8vo, 78. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 

68. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 128. 
Erechtheue: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 

6s. 
Note of an English Republican on 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, Is. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 68. 

A study of Shakespeare. CrowD 
8vo, 88. 

Songe of the Spplngtidea. Cfowd 
8vo, 68. 
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A. C. SwiNBUKNifs Wotn, eontimteJ^ 
Studies In Song. Crown 8to. 7i. 
Mvy Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 
8vo, Si. 

Tplstram of LyonosM^ and other 
Poema. Crown 8vo, 91. 

A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 
doth extra,*flli. 

Syntax's (Dp.) Three Tours: 

la Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Conaolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
aON's drollpage Illustrations In Colours 
and a Lin of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTBN. Medium 8vo, cloth extra, 
71. 6d. 

Talne's History of English 

Literatups. Translated by HaaaT 
Van Laun. Four VoIsh small 8yo, 
cloth boards, 80s.— >PopuLAa BoinoN, 
in Two Vols., crowa 8to, cloth extra, 
15s. 



Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modern Writers Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

«i. [ 

Taylor's (Tom) Historloal 

Dramas: ^' Clancarty,'* ** Jeanne 
Dare," "Twixt Axe and Crown,'* 
''The Fool's Revenge," ** Arkwrighfs 
Wife," "Anne Boleyn, "Plot and 
Passion.** One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

%* The Plays may also be had sepa- 
rately, at l8. each. 



Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makkpkacb 
Thacksrat. depictinc Humorous 
Incidents tn his ScnooMife, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his everyday reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 

ThomcM (Bertha), Novels by. 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; or 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Creeelda. 

ppoud Malsle. 

The Vioiin-PlaysF. 

Thomson's Season a and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allan 
CuMMiNOHAM. Aud ovcr «o fine Ilfttstra. 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo. 
«loth extra, gUt edges, 78. <NL 



Thornbury (Waiter), Worka 
by: 
Haunted London. Edited by Bb- 
WARD Walfdro, M.A. With IUas> 
trations by P. W. Pairholt, F.SJl 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s Od. 

The Life and Coprespondenos of 
J. M. W. Tupnei*. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illustrations in 
Colours, facsimiled from Turner's 
Original Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. 78. Sd. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, SB 6d 

Tales for the Marines. Post Sys, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Timbs (John), Works by: 

The History of Clube and Club LHb 
In London. With Anecdotes* of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illus- 
trations Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Sd. 

English Eccentrics and Eooen* 
trioitles: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
snd Sporting Scenes. Bccentiie 
Artists, Theatrical Polks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearly jo Illusta. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78 6d. 

Torrena. — The Marquess 

Wellesley, Architect of Empira. An 
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Toa- 
axNs. M.P. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14i« 

TroMope (Anthony), Novels by: 

The Way We Live Now. With Illus- 
tranuus. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
8s 6d. poRt 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

The American Senator. ( r 8vo, cl. 
extra. 38. 6d ; P'St 8vo, illast. bds , 28. 

Kept In the Dark. With a Frontis- 
piece by J. E. MiLLAis, R.A. Crowa 
8vo. cloth extra. 3s. 6d. 

Frau Frohmann. &o. With Prontis- 
pece. Crowij 8vo, cloth extra, 8S 6A. 

Marlon Fay. Cr. 8vo, cL extra, 8s. Sd. 

Mr. Soaroorough's Fannlly. Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra. 38 81. 

The Land - Leaguers. Thres Vols., 
crowa 8vo, 3l8. 6d. 

Trol lope( Franoe8E.),Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 8s 6d. eaciL 

Like Shipe upon the Sea^ 
Mabel's ProgreeSi 
Anne Furneas. 
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Tpollope(T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
Thomas Adolphos Trollops. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra St. 6d.; post 8vo, 
iUnstrated boards. 2s. 



Tytlep (8arah), Novels by: 

What. She Came Through. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. 8s. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
iUnstrated boards, St. 

The Bi*td6'8 Pass. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Mac Nab. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Lltepatui*e. By Henry Van Laun. 
Complete in Three Vols., demy 8vo, 
cloth boards, 7s 6d. each. 

Vlllapj. — A Double Bond: A 
Story. By Linda Villari. Pcap. 
8vo, picture cover, Is. 

Walcott Church Work and 

Life in English Minsters; and the 
English Student's Monasticoo. By the 
Rev. Mackbnsib B. C. Walcott, B.D. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Map and Ground-Plans, 148. 

Walford (Edw.. M.A.),Work6 by: 

The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Coutaiuing Notices ctf 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Bduca- 
tion, &c., of more than ia,ooo dis- 
tki^ished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices tbey bold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
ftc. Twenty-fourth Annual Edition, 
for 1884, cloth, full gilt. 60s. [Shortly. 

The Shilling Peerage (1883). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, ftc. 33mo, deth. Is. 
Published annually. 

The Shilling Baronetage (1883). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Kinedom, 
Short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. ssmo, 
eloth, Is. Published annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1883). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of tne United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. samo, 
cloth. Is. Published annually. 

The Shilling House of Commons 
0883). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses, 
ftc. s^mo, doth, Ig. Published | 
annually. 1 



Bdw. Walposd's Wosks, eontimuA^ 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1888). In One Volume, 
royal 32mo, doth extra, gilt edges, 
Bi. Published annually. 

Haunted London. By Waltxb 
Thoknbust. Edited by Edward 
Walford, M. A. With Illnstrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. fid. 

Walton andCotton'sComplete 

Angler; or. The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse df 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charlbs 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
6x Copperplate Illnstrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 78. fid. 

Wanderer's Library, The : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 81. fid. each. 

Wanderings In Patagonia; or. Life 
among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Bbbrbohu. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frbdbrick Boylb. 

Savage Life. By Frbdbrick Botlk. 

' Merrle England In the Olden TIma. 
By Gborgb Damibl. With Illustra- 
tions by Robt. Cruikshank. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Corvlurers. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low*Llfe Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
Jambs Grbbmwood. 

The Wilds of London. By Jambs 
Grbbmwood. 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hbssb-War- 
TBGO. With aa Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jaok. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charlbs Hzndlby. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Pbrcy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, ftc. 
By Charlbs Hindlby. With Illosts. 

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. ByB. P. 
HwosTOM. With a Frontispiece, 
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Tbb Wanobxsr's Librart, continued^ 

The Stopy of the London Parks. 
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London CharaetePB. By Hbnry Mat- 
HBW. Illustrated. 

Seven Qenepatlone of ExecutTonePs: 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family 
(1688 to X847). Edited by Hbnry 
Samson. 

Summep Cruising In the South 
Seas. Bt Charles Warren Stod- 
dard, lilnst. by Wallis Maceay. 

Warner. — A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charlbs Dudley Warner, 
Author of ** My Summer in a Garden.'* 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Warrants, &c. :— 

Wappant to Execute Charles I. An 

exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, 23 in. by 14 in. Price 28. 

Wappant to Execute Mapy Queen of 
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Bliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Pnce 28. 

Magna Chapta. An Exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 68. 

The Roil of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country. a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 5s. 



Westpopp.— Handbook of Pot- 

tepy and Popoelain; or. History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By HoDDER M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4s. 6d. 



Whistler v. Ruskin : Art and 

Art Critics. By J. A. Macneill 
Whistler. Seventh Edition, square 
8vo, 18. 

White's Natural History of 

Selbopne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8vo, 

cloth limp, 2s. 



Wilaon (Dr. Andrew, F.RrS.E.), 

Wopke by: 

Chaptepe on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Editioq. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Leaves feom a Natupallst'e Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Second Edition. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, with Illustrations, te. 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.R.A.8.X 

Wopke by: 

Sclenoe In Shopt Chaptepa. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

A Simple Tpeatlse on Heat. Crown 
8vo, cloth limp, with IllBStration& 
28. 6d. 2 

Wilson (C.E.).— Persian Wit and 

Humoup: Being the Sixth Book of 
the Baharistan of Jami, Translated 
for the first time from the Original 
Persian into English Prose and Vesse. 
With Notes by C. E. Wilson, M.R.A.S.. 
Assistant Librarian Royal Academy of 
A rts. Cr. 8v o, parchment bin ding, 48. 

winter (J. S.), Stories by: 

Cavalpy Life. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. 

Regimental Legends. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Wood.— Sabina: A Novel. By 

Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of-the-way Matters. By Eliezer 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, half -bound, 
12s. 6d. • 

Wright (Thomas), Worlcs by : 

Caplcatupe Hietopy of the Geopgee. 
(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, CaricatuEes, Squibs, Bcoad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

HIstopy of Caplcatupe and of tli€ 
Gpotesque Id Art, Litepatupe 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, 
F.S.A. Large post 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. __^ 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards 28. each. 
Castaway. 
The Foplopn Hope. 
Land at Last. 
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NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS. 

1 

NEW NOVELS at every Library. 



All In a Garden Falp. By Walter 
Bbsant. Three Vols. 

Annan Water. By Robert Buchamam. 
Tbree Vols. 

Fancy-Free. Ac. By Charles Gibbom. 
Three Vols. {Shortly, 

Fortune's Fool. By Juliar Haw- 
thorne. Three Vols. 

Beatrix Randolph. , By Ju"t«^HAW- 
THORHB. Two Vols. iShortty, 

lone. E. Lykh Liwtoh. Three Vols. 

TheWay of the World. By D.Chris- 
tie Murray. Three Vols. [Shortly, 



The Forelgnara. By B. C Psici. 
Three Vols. 

Maid of Athens. ByJusriMMcCARTRT, 
M.P. With la Illustrations by Fred. 
Barnard. Three Vols. 

The Canon's Ward. By Jambs Path. 
Three Vols. ^Shortly. 

A New Coileotlon of Stories by 
Charles Reads. Three Vols. 

[Shortly. 

The Land-Leaguers. By Anthomt 
Trollope. Three Vols. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 



TMt KIUUMUILLY IMUVbLS. 

Pepnlar Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown 8yo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each. 

. .,.^r, AT TfV AKtrtirif OV L#/-kO'riri^0B ^nv r rave* 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

BY W. BBSANT & JAMES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy 
My Little Qlri. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Cro#fi. 
The Golden Butterfly* 
By Gel la's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
Twas In Trafalgar'^ Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 
A Child of Natum. 
God and the MiCh. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 
BY MRS. H, LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardlfin. 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIB COLLINS, 



Anton Ina. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Mlee or Mrs P 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLBS. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY JAMES DE MILLE, 
A Castle In Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT, 
Our Lady of Tears, j Circe's Lov 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Piccadilly Kovbls, cotUim$€d^ 

BY M. BBTHAM'BDWARDS. 

Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIB EDWARDBS. 

Arohto Lovttll. 

BY R. B. FRANCILLON. 

Olympla. I Quaen Cophetua. 

One by One. 

PRBPACBD BY SIR BARTLR 
FRBRB, 

Pandureng Hapl. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 
The Capel Qli-la. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON, 
Robin Gray. 
Fop Lack of Gold. 
In Love and Wap. 
What will the WoHd Say 9 
Fop the King. 
In Honeup Bound. 
Queen of the Mesulow. 
In Pastupee Gpeen. 
The Fiowep of the Foraet. 
A Heapt'e Ppoblem. 
The Bpaee of Yappow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degpee. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 
Undep the Gpeenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNS, 
Gapth. 

El I ice Quentln. 
Sebaetlan Stpome. 
Ppince Saponl'e Wlfiu 
Oust. 

BY SIR A. HELPS, 
Ivan de Bipon. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thopnicpoft's Model. 
The Lesulen Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW, 
Fated to be Fpee. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jm, 
Confldenoe. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 
The Queen of ConnaMght. 
The Dapk Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLBY, 
NumbeP Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 



Piccadilly Novels, contin ued ■ 
BY B. LYNN LINTON, 
PatPlcIa KembalL 
Atonement of Leam Dundat. 
The Wopld-Well Lost. 
Undep which LoPdP 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love I" 

BY HENRY W, LUCY, 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

The Waterdale NelghbouPS. 
My Enemy's Daughtep. 
LInley Rochfopd. | A Falp Saxoa 
Deap Lady Disdain. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 
BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL,D. 
Pat'l Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas Wingfold. Cupate. 

BY MRS MACDONELL. 
Quakep Couslna 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
Lost Rose. I The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Sesame ! | Wpltten In FIpo. 

BY JEAN MIDDLBMASS, 
Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
Life's Atonement, i Coals of Fire. 
Joseph's Coat. Val Stpange. 

A Model Fathep. Heapts. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
BY MRS. OLIPHANT, 
Whiteladles. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 

Loot SiP Massing- High Splplts. 

bepd. Undep One Roof 

Best of Husbands 



Fallen FoPtunes. 
Halves. 

Waltep's Wopd. 
What He Cost Hep 

Less Black than 
We'pe Painted. 

By Ppoxy. 



Caplyon's Yeap. 
A Confidential 

Agent. 
Fpom Exile. 

A Gpape fPom 
Thopn. 

Fop Cash Only. 

Kit ; A Memory. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued-^ 

BY R. C, tRlCB. 
Valentlna. 

BY CHARLES RBADE, D.C.L, 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. | Peg WofTlngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Lon^ 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself In His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Help, i A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. j Readiana. 

BY MRS. J, H. RIDDELL. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Walee'e Garden-Party. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SA UNDBRS, 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamera 



Piccadilly Notxls, contintisiU^ 
BY T. W, SPEIGHT. 
The Myeterles of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERNDALB. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Malele. | Cressida. 
The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 
Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPS. 
Like Shipe upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel'e Progress. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF AND 
OTHERS. 

Stories fkH)m Foreign Novsilsttii 

BY SARAH TYTLER 

What She Came Through. 

The Bride's Pass. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 

Cairalry Life. 

Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. eack. 

CWiLKiB CoLUNs's NovBLS and Bbsamt and Rics's Novels may also be had ii 
cloth hmp at 28. 6d. See, too, th9 Piccadilly Novbls, for Library Editiont.'\ 



BY BDMOND ABOUT, 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON AID&. 
Can* of Carrlyon. | Confldenoee. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 

BY SHELSLEY BBAVCHAMF. 
Grantley Grange. 

BY W. BESANT & JAMBS RICS, 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
^ With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vuloaa 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. LiiorafL 



By Bbsant and Ricb, continutd^ 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella'e Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
HTwas in Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Yeare' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notea | Savage Life. 

BY BRET HARTS, 
An Heiress of Red Dogi 
Qabricfl Conroy. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp^ 
Flljx 
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Cbsap Popular Novbls. contittued^ 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 

BY MRS. BURNETT* 
Surly Tfm. 

BY MRS, LOVETT CAMERON, 
Deoelvers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
Yhe Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 
Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seelc. 
The Decul Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
< Miss or Mrs. P 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Deetlnles. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. 
Frances. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY y. LEITH DERWENT, 
Our Lady ot Tears. 



Cheap Popular Novbls, Mft^MMfeif— 
BY CHARLES DICKENS, 
Sketehes by Boz. 
The Plekwiok Papers. 
Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas NIckleby. 

I BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. 
Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM'EDWARDS, 
Felicia. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON, 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD, 
Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 
Seventy-flve Brooke Street. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB, 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. 
Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON, 
Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the World Say P 
In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pastures Green. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Queets. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY JAMES GREENWOOD, 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY, 
Every-Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
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Cb£AP Popular Novels, continued^ 
^ BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Qarth. 

Elllce Quentln. 

Sebastian Strome. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
lyan de Bipon. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
T-ho Hunchback of Notre pame. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft'8 Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun. 
Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Con naught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott Castle. 
Number Seventeen. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
Th€^ Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Linley Rochfopd. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 



— ■ » 

Cheap Popular Novels, continuei^ 
BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open! Sesame! 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. DoHlllon. 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atonement. 
A Model Father. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 
BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 
Library Editions of Ouida's Novels 
may be had in crown 8vo, cloth extra, at 
5s. each 



Held In Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Fli^s. 

Idalla. 

Cecil Castle- 

malne. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 
Folle Farlne. 



Pascarel. 
TwoLlttleWooderi' 

Shoes. 
SIgna. 

In a Winter City.. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
PIplstrello. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 



A Dog of Flanders. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massing- , Gwendoline's Har 



k>erd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 
Clyfferds of Ciyffe 
The Family Scape- 
grace. 
Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Best of Husbands 
Walter's Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 
What He Cost Her 



vest. 

Like Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

£200 Reward. 

Less Black than 
We're Painted. 

By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 
A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 



What He Cost Her v lews. 
I Humorous Stories ' From Exile. 
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Chbap Populax Notbls, unUnued— 
BY EDGAR A. POE. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentlna. 

BY CHARLES RE A DR. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. 
Peg WofTlngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Qrlfnth Gaunt. 
Put Yourself In His PlaM. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Lon^ 
Foul Piay. 

The Cloister and the Hearth 
The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Help. 
A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Readlana. 

BY MRS. RIDDBLL, 
Her Mother's Oariingi 

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN, 
' A Levantine Family. 
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion in the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLBY. 
A Match In the Dark. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT, 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R, A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cressida. | Proud Malsle 

The Violin-Player. 



Chbap Popular Novels, c^Htitwed—^ 
BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 

Tom Sawyer. 

An Idle Excursion. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Contfnent 
of Europe. 

BY SARAH' TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his WIfb. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, Is. each. 

Jefr Briggs's Love Story. By Bret 
Hartb. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By 
Bret Hartb. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 
Julian Hawthorne. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 
of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 

Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of 
" That Lass o* Lowrie's." 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 
Author of "That Lass o* Lowrie's.'* 

Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

PiRKIS. 

The Professor's Wife. By Lbo{«ard 
Graham. 

A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 

Esthsr^s Glove. By R. B. Francillon. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. 



I. oaDi 




DEN AND CO., PRINTERS, I72, ST. JOHlf STREET, B.e. 
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